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Make-believe 


On  a make-believe  street 
In  a make-believe  house 
Live  a make-believe  cat 
And  a make-believe  mouse 


In  their  make-believe  rooms 
They  have  make-believe  chairs 
They  have  make-believe  beds 
Up  the  make-believe  stairs. 


They  drink  make-believe  milk 
And  eat  make-believe  cheese, 
And  play  make-believe  games 
Under  make-believe  trees. 


ENRICHMENT 


It’s  Saturday 


Yesterday  was  Friday,  \ 

And  here  it  is  today  — 

A day  for  doing  special  things 
In  a very  special  way. 

It’s  a day  for  playing  Indians, 
And  Tag,  and  Hide-and-seek  — 
A day  for  doing  everything. 

I’ve  wanted  to  all  week. 
Yesterday  was  Friday, 

And  here  it  is  today. 

Today  I won’t  do  anything 
But  stay  outside  and  play. 


ENRICHMENT 


Morning 

On  Saturday  morning  at  ten  o’clock,  Peter 
stopped  playing  with  his  kitten.  He  took  a big 
box  from  his  room  and  went  out  of  the  house. 

On  Saturday  morning  at  ten  o’clock, 
Elizabeth  put  her  toys  away.  She  put  on  her 
coat,  went  out  of  the  house,  and  walked 
down  the  street. 

On  Saturday  morning  at  ten  o’clock.  Jack, 
Jill,  and  Robin  ran  out  of  their  houses. 

“Hurry!  Hurry!”  they  called  to  Peter  and 
Elizabeth.  “Hurry!  Hurry!  It’s  time  to  go!” 
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All  the  children  ran  down  the  street.  They 
stopped  at  Susan’s  house. 

“Susan,  Susan,”  they  called.  “Are  you 
ready?” 

Susan  looked  out  the  window.  “Oh,  dear,” 
she  said,  “1  am  not  ready.  I just  got  up. 

Can  you  wait  for  me?” 

“No,”  said  Elizabeth,  “we  cannot  wait.  It’s 
ten  o’clock.  If  you  hurry,  maybe  you  can  get 
there  on  time.” 

“I’ll  hurry,”  said  Susan.  “I  do  not  want 
to  miss  anything.” 

Down  the  street  ran  Peter,  Elizabeth,  Jack, 
Jill,  and  Robin.  Soon  they  came  to  the  library. 
They  opened  the  door  and  went  in. 
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‘‘Hello,  Miss  Long,”  they  said. 

“Good  morning,  children,”  said  Miss  Long. 

“I  am  glad  to  see  you.  Today  you  are  going  to 
have  two  surprises.” 

“I  like  the  surprises  we  have  every  Saturday 
morning  at  the  library,”  said  Jack. 

“Are  you  going  to  show  us  pictures?”  asked 
Robin. 

“Are  you  going  to  show  us  how  to  make 
something?”  asked  Jill. 

Miss  Long  laughed.  “Wait  and  see,”  she 
said.  “When  everyone  is  here,  you  will  find 
out  what  the  surprises  are.” 

Just  then  Susan  came  into  the  room. 

“You  are  just  in  time,  Susan,”  said 
Elizabeth.  “Miss  Long  has  two  surprises  for  us 
today.” 

“Before  we  have  the  first  surprise,” 
said  Miss  Long,  “you  should  bring  your  library 
books  over  here.  Then  you  may  go  to  the 
story  room  and  wait  for  me.” 
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When  Miss  Long  came  into  the  story  room, 
she  sat  down  with  the  children.  "Now  we 
shall  have  our  first  surprise,"  she  said.  "Here 
is  a new  story  book.  It’s  about  a rabbit." 

Miss  Long  opened  the  book  and  began 
to  read. 


Rinaldo  the  Rabbit 


Rinaldo  and  the  Magician 

Once  upon  a time  there  was  a rabbit  who 
was  called  Rinaldo.  He  worked  for  a magician. 
Rinaldo  and  the  magician  went  from  place 
to  place  doing  shows  for  girls  and  boys. 

Every  day  at  two  o’clock,  the  magician  put 
on  his  long  black  coat  and  his  big  black  hat. 
He  helped  Rinaldo  put  on  his  little  black 
coat  and  hat.  He  got  the  magic  things  ready 
for  the  show.  Into  his  magic  box  he  put  a 
magic  dish,  a magic  egg,  and  a magic  ball. 
Then  the  magician  and  Rinaldo  waited  for 
the  children  to  come  to  see  them. 
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The  magician  did  many  tricks  for  the 
children.  He  put  a dish  into  a box,  and  the 
dish  went  away.  He  put  an  egg  under  his 
coat  and  took  out  a pretty  bird.  He  took  a 
ball  out  of  a little  girl’s  shoe.  He  blew  on 
the  ball  and  made  it  into  an  apple.  All  the 
children  laughed. 

Then  the  magician  showed  Rinaldo  to  the 
children.  He  said  to  them,  ‘This  is  Rinaldo. 
He’s  going  to  help  me  do  my  next  trick.” 

“Hello,  Rinaldo,”  the  children  shouted. 
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The  magician  asked  a little  girl  to  come  and 
help  him.  He  put  Rinaldo  under  his  magic 
hat.  He  blew  three  times  on  the  hat  and 
said  a magic  word.  He  asked  the  little  girl 
to  look  under  the  hat.  When  she  looked, 
Rinaldo  was  not  there. 

The  magician  put  the  magic  hat  on  the 
little  girl.  Again  he  blew  three  times  on  the 
hat.  Again  he  said  a magic  word.  When  the 
girl  took  off  the  hat,  there  was  Rinaldo.  The 
children  liked  this  trick  best  of  all.  They 
shouted,  “Hurrah  for  Rinaldo!" 

Rinaldo  liked  to  surprise  the  children.  He 
liked  to  hear  them  shout  “Hurrah!"  It  was  fun 
to  work  for  the  magician  and  to  do  magic 
tricks  every  day.  Rinaldo  was  a very  happy 
rabbit. 


Too  Small!  Too  Big! 


One  day  when  Rinaldo  put  on  his  coat, 
he  saw  that  it  was  too  small  for  him. 

He  called  to  the  magician.  “Look,"  he  said. 

“I  am  too  big  for  this  coat." 

“I  hope  you  do  not  get  any  bigger,"  said  the 
magician.  “If  you  do,  you  will  be  too  big 
to  get  under  the  magic  hat." 

“Oh,  dear,"  cried  Rinaldo.  “If  I cannot 
get  under  the  magic  hat,  then  I cannot  work 
in  the  show." 

Every  day  Rinaldo  grew  bigger  and  bigger. 
Soon  he  was  so  big  that  he  could  not  get 
under  the  magic  hat. 

“I  am  too  big  to  be  in  the  show,"  he  said 
to  the  magician.  “You  will  have  to  find  a 
small  rabbit  to  do  my  trick." 

“But  what  will  you  do?" 
asked  the  magician. 
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‘1  am  a big  rabbit,"  said  Rinaldo.  “I’ll 
find  some  other  work  to  do." 

So  Rinaldo  said  good-bye  to  the  magician, 
and  off  he  went  to  look  for  work.  Soon  he 
came  to  a place  that  he  had  never  seen 
before.  He  looked  in  and  saw  some  animals. 
They  were  in  a zoo. 

“This  must  be  a place  where  animals  work," 
he  said.  “I’ll  hurry  in  to  see  them." 

Rinaldo  went  into  the  zoo.  He  walked  along 
and  looked  at  the  animals. 

When  he  saw  an  animal  with  black  spots, 
he  said  to  himself,  “What  a big  kitten!" 

When  he  saw  some  big  black  birds,  he  said 
to  himself,  “What  big  hens!" 
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When  he  saw  the  kangaroo,  he  cried  out, 
“Here  is  a big  rabbit!  This  is  the  place 
for  me!” 

“Hello,  little  rabbit,”  said  the  kangaroo. 
“What  are  you  doing  here  at  the  zoo?” 

“I  am  looking  for  work,”  said  Rinaldo. 
“Once  I worked  for  a magician.  I did  the 
best  trick  in  his  show.  I liked  working  for 
the  magician,  but  I could  not  stay  with 
him.  I grew  bigger  and  bigger.  I grew  so  big 
that  I could  not  get  under  the  magician’s 
magic  hat.  Now  I must  find  some  other 
work  to  do.” 

“What  can  you  do?”  asked  the  kangaroo. 

Rinaldo  said,  “I  can  jump.” 
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“That  is  just  what  I do,"  said  the  kangaroo. 
“Every  day  the  children  come  to  see  me. 

I jump  about  and  make  them  laugh." 


“That  must  be  fun,"  said  Rinaldo.  “May  I 
stay  here  and  work  with  you?" 

“Oh,  no,"  the  kangaroo  said.  “You  are 
too  small  to  work  here.  We  do  not  need  any 
small  animals  in  this  zoo." 

“Every  day  I get  bigger  and  bigger,"  said 
Rinaldo.  “Soon  I shall  be  a big  rabbit 
like  you." 

The  kangaroo  laughed.  “Oh,  dear,"  she  said, 
“I  am  not  a rabbit.  I am  a kangaroo.  You 
will  never  be  as  big  as  I am." 
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Rinaldo  was  as  sad  as  he  could  be.  “I  am 
so  big  that  I cannot  work  for  the  magician,” 
he  said.  “I  am  so  small  that  I cannot  work 
in  the  zoo.  What  am  I going  to  do?” 

“You  should  hurry  home,”  said  the 
kangaroo.  “It's  nine  o’clock.  It’s  time  to  go  to 
sleep.” 

“But  I have  no  home,”  said  the  rabbit. 

“I  have  no  place  to  sleep.” 

“Dear,  dear,  dear,”  said  the  kangaroo. 

“Then  you  must  stay  here  with  me.  Maybe  in 
the  taorning  we  can  think  of  something  for 


What  Next? 


The  next  morning,  the  kangaroo  spoke  to 
the  other  animals  in  the  zoo.  '‘How  can  we 
help  this  little  rabbit?”  she  asked.  "Once 
he  worked  for  a magician,  but  he  grew  too 
big.  Now  he’s  looking  for  some  other 
work  to  do  and  a place  to  stay.  He  is  too 
small  to  work  here  with  us.” 

The  animals  looked  at  Rinaldo.  Then 
the  bear  spoke  up.  "When  I was  small,”  he 
said,  "I  worked  in  a circus.” 

"What  did  you  do?”  asked  Rinaldo. 

"I  danced,”  said  the  bear.  "Can  you  dance?” 

"No,”  said  Rinaldo,  "I  don’t  know  how  to 
dance.” 


“ni  show  you,”  said  the  bear. 

The  bear  began  to  dance.  ^'Rum-tum-tum, 
rum-tum-tum.  This  is  the  way  to  dance,” 
he  said.  “Do  just  as  I do.” 

Rinaldo  tried  to  dance.  "Rum-tum, 
rum-turn^  he  said  as  he  jumped  up  and  down. 

“Oh,  no,”  cried  the  bear,  “not  like  that! 

Let  me  show  you  again.” 

''Rum-tum-tum,  rum-tum-tum, the  bear  said 
as  he  danced  this  way  and  that. 

Then  Rinaldo  tried  again.  "Rum-tum, 
rum-tum,'^  he  said,  jumping  up  and  down. 

Rinaldo  did  his  best,  but  he  could  not 
dance.  “I  have  tried  and  tried,”  he  said, 

“but  I cannot  dance.  All  1 can  do  is  jump  up 
and  down.  A circus  would  be  no  place  for  me.” 


The  animals  tried  their  best  to  help  Rinaldo. 
No  one  could  think  of  a place  where  he 
could  stay.  No  one  could  think  of  a thing 
that  he  could  do. 

Just  then,  along  came  a little  bird.  He  saw 
Rinaldo  talking  with  the  animals.  “What 
is  a rabbit  doing  in  the  zoo?”  he  said 
to  himself. 

Then  he  spoke  to  Rinaldo.  “A  zoo  is  no 
place  for  a rabbit,”  he  said.  “What  are  you 
doing  here?” 


‘'I  am  looking  for  work  to  do  and  a 
place  to  live,”  said  Rinaldo.  “I  would  like  to 
work  here,  but  Fm  too  small.  1 would  like  to 
work  in  a circus,  but  1 cannot  dance.  I 
don’t  know  what  Fm  going  to  do  next.” 

"You  should  go  to  the  forest,”  said  the  bird. 
"That  is  where  the  other  rabbits  live.” 

"Where  is  the  forest?”  asked  Rinaldo. 

"It’s  not  far  from  here,”  answered  the  bird. 

"I  would  like  to  go  to  the  forest,”  said 
Rinaldo.  "Will  you  please  tell  me  how  to 
get  there?” 

"Yes,”  answered  the  bird.  "You  go  up  the 
street  and  over  the  hill.” 

Rinaldo  thanked  the  little  bird  and  the 
kangaroo  for  helping  him. 

"Come  back  and  see  us  some  time,” 
said  the  kangaroo. 

"Good-bye!  Good-bye!”  cried  all  the  animals. 

Rinaldo  said  good-bye  to  the  animals  in  the 
zoo.  Then  off  he  went  to  look  for  the  forest. 
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Rinaldo’s  New  Friends 


Up  the  street  walked  Rinaldo.  “I  wonder  if 
this  is  the  way  to  the  forest,”  he  said 
to  himself. 

Just  then  he  saw  a little  boy.  Rinaldo 
stopped  and  spoke  to  him.  “Is  this  the  way  to 
the  forest?”  he  asked. 

“Yes,”  answered  the  boy,  “the  forest  is 
just  over  the  hill.” 

“I’m  going  to  the  forest,”  said  Rinaldo. 

“I’m  looking  for  a place  to  stay.  I’m  looking 
for  work,  too.” 
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“I  didn’t  know  that  rabbits  worked,”  said 
the  boy. 

"Of  course  they  do,”  said  Rinaldo.  “Once 
I worked  for  a magician.” 

“Did  you  do  magic  tricks?”  asked  the  boy. 

“Of  course,”  answered  Rinaldo.  “I  helped 
the  magician  do  the  best  trick  in  the  show.” 

“Can  you  do  a magic  trick  for  me?” 
asked  the  boy. 

“I  don’t  know,”  answered  Rinaldo.  “I  have 
never  tried  to  do  a magic  trick  by  myself. 

I can  say  some  magic  words.” 

“Then  please  say  some  magic  words,”  said 
the  boy.  “Let’s  see  what  happens.” 

“Anything  may  happen,”  said  Rinaldo. 

“Get  ready.  Here  I go.  Chinny-chin-chin  and 


Nothing  happened. 

'1  didn’t  see  any  magic,”  said  the  boy. 

Rinaldo  looked  surprised.  "Perhaps  I should 
say  the  words  again,”  he  said.  "Here  I go. 
Chinny-chin-chin  and  a chimney-boxT 

Again  nothing  happened.  Rinaldo  looked 
surprised.  "That  didn’t  work,”  he  said.  "This 
time  ni  take  off  my  little  black  hat  and  say 
the  words  again.  Chinny-chin-chin  and  a 
chimney-boxT 

Puff!  All  at  once  something  did  happen. 
Funny  things  began  to  come  out  of  the  hat. 

"You  are  a good  magician,”  laughed  the  boy. 
"Can  you  do  any  more  magic  tricks?  Do  you 
know  any  other  magic  words?” 

"Of  course,”  answered  Rinaldo.  "Here  I go 
again.  Bumpity-bump-bump  and  a bunny-bus T 

Puff!  Again  something  happened.  Rinaldo 
looked  about. 

"Oh,  dear,”  said  Rinaldo.  "I  don’t  see  the 
little  boy.  1 wonder  where  he  can  be.” 


28 


Rinaldo  looked  and  looked,  but  he  could 
not  find  him.  Just  then  the  boy  called  out, 
‘‘Help!  Help!  Get  me  out  of  here!" 

“Where  are  you?"  asked  Rinaldo. 

“I  am  in  your  hat,  and  1 cannot  get  out," 
said  the  boy.  “The  magic  words  have  made 
me  small." 

Rinaldo  looked  in  the  hat.  The  boy  was 
as  small  as  a mouse. 

“Hurry!  Say  some  more  magic  words,"  said 
the  boy.  “Perhaps  they  will  make  me  bigger." 

Rinaldo  tried  to  think  of  some  more  magic 
words. 


“Moo-mew-moo  and  a magic  moon!" 
shouted  Rinaldo. 

He  looked  in  the  hat.  He  looked  under  the 
trees.  He  looked  up  and  down  the  street. 

He  looked  everywhere,  but  he  could  not  see 
the  boy. 

“I  wonder  what  has  happened  now,"  said 
the  rabbit.  “I  must  think  of  some  more  magic 
words.  Huff-huff-hurrah  and  a happy  horse!" 

Puff!  There  was  the  little  boy. 

‘Thank  you,"  said  the  boy.  “Fm  glad  you 
said  those  magic  words.  Let’s  do  some  more 
magic  tricks." 

“Oh,  no,"  said  Rinaldo.  “No  more  magic 
tricks  for  me!  I want  to  get  to  the  forest 
today.  Which  way  shall  I go?" 
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“I  know  which  way  the  forest  is,”  said  the 
boy.  “I’ll  take  you  there.” 

Rinaldo  and  the  boy  walked  over  the  hill 
and  into  the  forest. 

When  Rinaldo  saw  the  other  rabbits,  he 
said,  “Why,  those  rabbits  are  just  as  big  as 
I am!  I shall  stay  with  them  here  in  the 
forest.” 

“Do  you  think  that  you’ll  be  happy  here?” 
asked  the  boy. 

“Of  course,”  answered  Rinaldo.  “I’ll  build 
myself  a house  here  and  find  some  work 
to  do.  The  forest  rabbits  will  be  my  friends. 
This  is  the  best  place  for  a big  rabbit  to  live.” 

From  that  day  on,  Rinaldo  lived  in  the 
forest  with  the  other  rabbits. 


The  Second  Surprise 


‘That  was  a very  good  story,’’  said  Robin. 

“I’m  glad  you  liked  it,”  said  Miss  Long. 

“I  wonder  what  happened  to  Rinaldo,”  said 
Susan.  “I  wonder  if  he  stayed  in  the  forest.” 

“Do  you  think  he  tried  those  magic  tricks 
again?”  asked  Jill. 

“Perhaps  he  did,”  said  Elizabeth.  “Perhaps 
he  showed  the  other  rabbits  how  to  do  magic.” 

All  the  children  laughed. 

“It  would  be  fun  to  go  into  the  forest  and 
see  all  the  rabbits  doing  magic  tricks,”  said 
Jack. 

“Wm  you  tell  us  some  more  stories  about 
Rinaldo?”  asked  Robin. 

“Some  Saturday  soon  we  may  have  another 
story  about  him,”  said  Miss  Long.  “Now  it’s 
time  for  the  other  surprise.” 

“Is  it  time  for  us  to  help?”  asked  Peter 
and  Elizabeth. 
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“Yes,  it  is,”  answered  Miss  Long. 

Peter  and  Elizabeth  began  to  open  the 
big  box. 

“Show  us  what  you  have,  Peter,”  said  Jack. 
“Show  us  the  surprise.” 

Peter  and  Elizabeth  took  some  things  out 
of  the  box. 

“I  know  what  those  are,”  said  Robin.  “They 
are  animal  puppets.  One  of  them  looks 
like  a fox.” 

“It  is  a fox,”  said  Peter.  “IPs  Mr.  Eox, 
and  here  are  his  two  friends,  Mr.  Bear 
and  Mr.  Rabbit.” 
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“Where  did  you  get  those  puppets?” 
asked  Jack. 

“We  made  them,”  answered  Elizabeth.  “We 
have  been  working  on  them  for  a long  time, 
but  we  didn’t  tell  anyone.  We  wanted  them 
to  be  a surprise.” 

“Elizabeth  and  Peter  are  going  to  work  the 
puppets  as  T tell  you  the  story,”  said 
Miss  Long. 

“The  story  takes  place  in  the  forest,”  said 
Peter.  “It’s  called  The  Wishing  Pot,  We  hope 
you’ll  like  it.” 


The  Wishing  Pot 


One  day  Mr.  Rabbit  was  walking  through 
the  forest.  All  at  once  he  saw  something  he 
had  never  seen  before.  It  was  a funny 
old  pot.  It  had  three  words  on  it. 

“I  wonder  what  those  words  say,” 

Mr.  Rabbit  said  to  himself.  “I  must  find  out.” 

Mr.  Rabbit  went  up  to  the  pot  and  looked 
at  it.  He  read  the  words  Magic  Wishing  Pot. 

"Magic  Wishing  Pot"  he  said.  "Perhaps  it 
will  work  for  me.  Ill  make  a wish  and 
find  out.” 

Mr.  Rabbit  looked  into  the  pot.  "I  wish  I 
had  some  carrots!”  he  said. 
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At  first  nothing  happened.  Then  the  pot 
began  to  dance  this  way  and  that  way. 

“It’s  going  to  work!  It’s  going  to  work!” 
cried  the  rabbit. 

Out  of  the  pot  came  something  big  and 
black.  / /'o 

“What!  This  is  not  a carrot,”  cried  the 
rabbit.  “It’s  a big  fur  hat.  What  a funny 
wishing  pot!  I wished  for  some  carrots  and  got 
a fur  hat.” 

Mr.  Rabbit  tried  on  the  fur  hat.  It  was  too 
big  for  him.  “Perhaps  one  of  my  friends 
would  like  this  hat,”  he  said,  and  off  he  went 
through  the  forest. 


When  Mr.  Fox  and  Mr.  Bear  came  through 
the  forest,  they  saw  the  wishing  pot,  too. 

''Look,  Mr.  Bear,”  said  the  fox.  “There  are 
words  on  this  pot.  They  say  Magic  Wishing 
Potr 

“So  they  do,”  said  the  bear.  “Let's  wish  for 
something.  Mr.  Fox,  you  go  first.” 

“I  shall  wish  for  a tail,”  said  the  fox. 

“But  you  have  a tail,”  said  the  bear.  “Why 
do  you  want  another  one?” 

“This  one  is  too  small,”  answered  the  fox. 

“I  want  a bigger  and  better  tail.” 

“Do  you  want  two  tails?”  asked  the  bear. 

“Yes,”  answered  the  fox.  “I  want  my  own 
tail  for  every  day  and  a bigger  and  better 
one  for  Sunday.” 

Mr.  Fox  spoke  to  the  pot.  “1  wish  for  a 
bigger  and  better  tail!”  he  said. 

The  pot  began  to  dance  about.  Then  out  of 
it  came  seven  big  carrots. 

“Carrots!”  cried  the  fox.  “Seven  of  them!” 
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“What  a funny  wishing  pot!”  said  the  bear. 
“You  wished  for  a tail  and  got  seven  carrots. 
Do  you  want  to  make  another  wish?” 

“No,  thank  you,”  said  the  fox.  “You 
make  one.” 

The  bear  looked  into  the  pot.  “1  wish  for 
a fur  hat!”  he  said. 

Nothing  happened  for  a long  time. 

“That’s  funny,”  said  the  bear.  “Maybe  the 
pot  didn’t  hear  my  wish.  I’ll  say  it  again.” 

Before  the  bear  had  time  to  say  another 
word,  the  pot  began  to  jump  up  and  down. 

“It’s  going  to  work!  It’s  going  to  work!” 
shouted  the  fox.  “Perhaps  you’ll  get  your 
wish.” 
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''Something  is  coming  out  of  the  pot," 
cried  the  bear.  "I  wonder  what  it  is." 

"Ifs  made  of  fur,  but  it's  not  a hat," 
said  the  fox. 

"It's  a fur  tail,"  said  the  bear. 

"That's  funny,"  said  the  fox.  "I  wished  for 
a tail  and  got  seven  carrots.  You  wished 
for  a hat  and  got  a tail.  This  wishing  pot  is 
not  working  very  well." 

"Would  you  like  to  have  this  tail?"  asked 
the  bear. 

"Oh,  yes,"  answered  the  fox.  "It's  a beautiful 
tail.  It's  just  what  I want  for  Sunday.  Let  me 
put  it  on." 

"You  may  have  it,"  said  the  bear. 

"What  shall  I do  with  the  carrots?" 
asked  the  fox. 

"Here  comes  Mr.  Rabbit,"  said  the  bear. 

"He  likes  carrots.  You  could  give  them  to  him." 

"Hello,  Mr.  Rabbit,"  said  the  fox.  "Would 
you  like  some  carrots?" 
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“Yes,  thank  you.  Where  did  you  get  them?” 
asked  the  rabbit. 

“From  that  funny  magic  pot,”  said  the  fox. 
“I  wished  for  a tail  and  got  seven  carrots.” 

“I  wished  for  a fur  hat  and  got  a tail,” 
said  the  bear. 

“And  I wished  for  some  carrots  and  got  a 
fur  hat,”  said  the  rabbit. 

“Mr.  Rabbit,”  said  the  fox,  “if  I give  you 
the  carrots,  and  you  give  Mr.  Bear  the  fur  hat, 
then  all  three  of  us  shall  have  our  wishes.” 

“So  we  shall,”  said  the  rabbit. 

Mr.  Rabbit  took  his  seven  carrots.  Mr.  Bear 
put  on  his  new  fur  hat.  Mr.  Fox  put  on  his 
beautiful  tail,  and  they  all  went  home  through 
the  forest. 


Tricks 


“The  second  surprise  was  just  as  good  as 
the  first  one,”  said  Robin.  “That  was  the 
best  puppet  show  we  have  ever  had.” 

“Those  were  beautiful  puppets,”  said  Susan. 
“I  wish  I could  make  puppets.” 

“Have  you  ever  read  this  book?”  asked  Miss 
Long.  “It  tells  you  how  to  make  puppets  like 
the  ones  in  the  play.” 

“I  would  like  to  read  that  book,”  said 
Susan.  “May  I have  this  one,  too?  It  tells  how 
to  make  cookies.” 

“Yes,  Susan,”  said  Miss  Long. 

The  children  looked  for  library  books  to  take 
home.  Robin  asked  for  a book  about  dogs. 
Elizabeth  wanted  Goldilocks  and  the  Three 
Bears.  Jill  wanted  Little  Red  Riding  Hood  and 
a book  about  circus  animals.  Peter  asked  Miss 
Long  for  a book  about  Robin  Hood.  Miss  Long 
helped  everyone  find  library  books. 
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On  the  way  home  from  the  library,  Robin 
showed  Jill  his  book.  “Here  is  a picture  of  a 
dog  that  looks  just  like  Blackie.  He’s  doing 
tricks,"  said  Robin.  “He  must  be  a circus  dog." 

“Can  Blackie  do  any  tricks?"  asked  Jill. 

“No,"  answered  Robin.  “1  have  tried  and 
tried,  but  1 cannot  teach  him.  I wish  he 
could  do  tricks  like  other  dogs." 

“Sandy  can  do  a trick,"  said  Jill.  “We  tell 
him  to  say  please.  He  sits  up  and  barks." 

“I  wish  Blackie  could  sit  up  and  bark," 
said  Robin. 

“Perhaps  we  could  teach  him,"  said  Jill. 

“Ill  come  over  to  your  house  and  bring 
Sandy  with  me." 

That  afternoon  Jill  and  Sandy  went  to 
Robin’s  house.  Robin  was  playing  with  Blackie. 

“Now  let’s  teach  Blackie  how  to  say  please," 
said  Robin. 

“Maybe  he’ll  sit  up  and  bark  for  this 
stick,"  said  Jill.  “Say  please,  Blackie." 
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Blackie  looked  at  the  stick,  and  away  he 
ran.  He  came  back  with  another  stick  and 
dropped  it  at  Robin’s  feet.  Jill  and  Robin 
laughed. 

"That’s  a good  trick,”  said  Robin,  "but  it’s 
not  the  one  we  want  you  to  do.” 

This  time  Robin  showed  Blackie  the  stick. 
"Up,  Blackie,  up,”  he  said. 

Blackie  jumped  up.  He  danced  about  on  his 
back  feet. 

Jill  and  Robin  laughed  again.  "I  don’t  think 
we  can  ever  teach  Blackie  to  sit  up  and 
bark,”  said  Robin. 

"You  should  get  some  cookies,”  said  Jill. 
"Maybe  he’ll  sit  up  for  them.” 
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Robin  went  into  the  house  and  came  back 
with  some  cookies.  When  Sandy  saw  the 
cookies,  he  sat  up  and  barked.  Robin  gave 
Sandy  a cookie.  When  Blackie  saw  Sandy 
eating  the  cookie,  he  sat  up  and  barked,  too. 

"Look,”  said  Robin,  "Blackie  knows  how  to 
sit  up  and  bark.  We  don’t  have  to  teach 
him  after  all.”  Robin  gave  Blackie  a cookie. 

"Perhaps  he  has  been  reading  your  library 
book,”  laughed  Jill. 

"Perhaps  he  has,”  laughed  Robin. 


My  Dog 


My  dog  can’t  dance 
On  his  two  back  feet, 

Nor  carry  newspapers 
Down  the  street. 

He  doesn’t  lie  down 
And  roll  on  the  floor 
Like  the  clever  little  dog 
Next  door. 

He  can’t  sit  up. 

He  can’t  catch  sticks. 

He  can’t  do  any 
Funny  tricks. 

But  he  sits  on  my  knee 
And  looks  at  me 
With  big  brown  eyes 
This  size, 

And  I’m  as  happy  as  I can  be, 
’Cause  I love  him. 

And  he  loves  me. 
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A Surprise  Party 


One  Saturday  morning  when  Susan  got 
home  from  the  library,  she  made  some  cookies. 
She  put  them  on  the  table  by  the  window. 
Then  she  went  down  the  street  to  call  for 
Elizabeth. 

As  soon  as  she  saw  Elizabeth,  she  said, 
“Would  you  like  to  come  over  to  my  house 
this  afternoon?  I made  cookies  this  morning. 
We  can  have  a party." 

“That  will  be  fun,"  said  Elizabeth.  “Ell 
bring  something  to  eat,  too.  I’ll  bring  some 
bananas." 

“We  can  have  our  lunch  under  the  big 
tree,"  said  Susan. 

“I’ll  bring  my  table  and  chairs,"  said 
Elizabeth.  “Let’s  ask  the  other  children  to 
come  to  the  party." 
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That  afternoon  the  children  went  to  the 
party.  When  it  was  time  for  lunch,  Susan 
went  into  the  house  to  get  the  cookies.  They 
were  not  on  the  table.  Susan  looked 
everywhere,  but  she  could  not  find  them.  She 
called  to  the  other  children,  “The  cookies  are 
missing.  They  are  not  where  I left  them.” 

The  children  went  into  the  house  and 
looked  for  the  cookies,  but  they  could  not 
find  them. 

“I  don’t  think  we  will  ever  find  those 
cookies,”  said  Elizabeth.  “Let’s  have  the 
bananas  for  lunch.  They  are  on  the  table 
under  the  big  tree.” 


When  the  children  went  to  the  table, 
Elizabeth  cried  out,  '‘Look!  The  bananas  are 
not  here/’ 

“Where  is  my  hat?”  said  Peter.  “It’s 
missing,  too.  I left  it  on  this  chair,  and  now 
it’s  not  here.” 

The  children  looked  for  the  bananas  and 
the  hat.  They  looked  under  the  table  and 
under  the  chairs. 

“Perhaps  someone  is  playing  tricks  on  us,” 
said  Jill. 

“Maybe  Blackie  took  Peter’s  hat,”  said  Susan. 

“He  could  not  have  taken  it,”  said  Robin. 
“He  was  with  us  all  the  time.” 

“Perhaps  the  wind  blew  the  hat  away,” 
said  Peter. 

“The  wind  could  not  have  taken  the  food,” 
said  Susan.  “I  wonder  what  could  have 
happened  to  it.” 

Just  then  something  dropped  out  of  the 
tree.  It  was  one  of  the  bananas. 
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“Look!”  cried  Susan.  “I  can  see 
a tail  up  in  the  tree.” 

All  the  children  looked  up. 

“There  is  a monkey  in  the  tree!”  said  Robi 

The  monkey  looked  down  at  the  children. 

It  dropped  another  banana  and  some  cookies. 

“Where  do  you  think  it  came  from?” 
asked  Susan. 

“It  may  have  come  from  the  pet  shop 
down  the  street,”  said  Jill. 

Just  then  a car  stopped  at  Susan’s  house 
and  a man  got  out.  He  was  Mr.  Best,  from 
the  pet  shop.  He  called  to  the  children,  “Have 
you  seen  my  monkey?  He  ran  away  from 
the  pet  shop  this  morning.” 


‘Tes,”  said  Robin.  “He  is  up  in  this  tree. 

He  has  taken  the  food  for  our  party.” 

Mr.  Best  came  over  to  the  tree.  He  called 
to  the  monkey.  The  monkey  dropped  the 
bananas  and  cookies  and  came  down  from  the 
tree.  He  had  on  Peter  s hat.  The  children 
laughed. 

“Can  your  monkey  do  tricks?”  asked  Susan. 

“Yes,”  said  Mr.  Best.  “Would  you  like  him 
to  do  some  for  you?” 

“Oh,  yes,”  said  the  children. 

Mr.  Best  put  some  food  on  the  table. 

The  monkey  sat  up  on  a chair.  When  he  had 
taken  off  Peter  s hat,  he  ate  some  of  the 
food.  Mr.  Best  said,  “Dance  for  the  children.” 

The  monkey  got  up  on  the  table  and 
danced  about  on  his  two  back  feet.  All  the 
children  laughed. 

“Pm  glad  your  monkey  came  to  our  party,” 
said  Susan.  “He  made  it  a surprise  party 
for  all  of  us.” 
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At  the  Pet  Shop 


One  Saturday  Susan,  Peter,  and  Robin  went 
to  the  pet  shop.  They  wanted  to  see  Mr.  Best 
and  all  the  pets.  When  the  children  got  to 
the  pet  shop,  they  looked  in  the  window. 

Peter  said,  "Look  at  this.” 

The  children  saw  the  words  Out  to  Lunch. 

"We  should  come  back  at  one  o’clock,” 
said  Susan. 

"We  should  wait  for  Mr.  Best,”  said  Robin. 

Just  then  the  children  heard  a voice  say, 
"Come  in,  come  in,  come  in.” 

"That’s  funny,”  said  Peter.  "I  didn’t  think 
there  was  anyone  in  the  pet  shop.” 

"Come  in,  come  in,  come  in,”  the  voice 
said  again. 
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‘There  must  be  someone  in  there  ” said 
Robin. 

“Mr.  Best  may  have  come  in  through  the 
back  door,”  said  Susan.  “Let’s  go  in.” 

The  children  opened  the  door  and  went  into 
the  shop.  All  at  once  they  heard  the  voice 
say,  “Get  out,  get  out,  get  out.” 

“That’s  very  funny,”  said  Peter.  “First  he 
tells  us  to  come  in,  and  then  he  tells  us 
to  get  out.” 

“I  don’t  think  that’s  Mr.  Best,”  said  Robin. 
“He  never  talks  that  way.” 

“I  wonder  who  it  can  be,”  said  Peter. 

“I  don’t  know,”  said  Susan,  “but  I’m  afraid. 
Let’s  get  out  of  here!” 

As  soon  as  the  children  were  out  of  the 
shop,  they  heard  the  voice  call,  “Come  in, 
come  in,  come  in.” 

“Someone  is  in  there,”  said  Robin,  “and  he 
is  telling  us  to  come  in.  I’m  going  in  again.” 

“Let’s  all  go  in  again,”  said  Peter. 
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As  soon  as  the  children  were  in  the  shop, 
they  heard  the  voice  say,  “Get  out,  get  out, 
get  out/’ 

The  children  looked  all  about.  They  looked 
and  looked,  but  they  could  not  see  anyone. 

“Look  at  this  pretty  bird,"  said  Susan. 

“Pretty  bird,  pretty  bird,  pretty  bird," 
said  the  bird. 

“It  can  talk!"  cried  Peter. 

“Look  at  its  beautiful  feathers,"  said  Susan. 

“Feathers,  feathers,  feathers,"  said  the  bird. 
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Just  then  Mr.  Best  came  into  the  shop. 
“Hello,  children,”  he  said.  “Fm  glad  you  came 
to  see  the  pets.” 

“We  waited  at  the  door  for  you,”  said 
Susan.  “Then  someone  told  us  to  come  in.” 
“So  we  did,”  said  Peter. 

“Then  someone  told  us  to  get  out,” 
said  Robin.  “We  were  afraid.” 
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Mr.  Best  laughed.  “My  new  talking  bird 
plays  tricks  on  everyone  when  1 am  out 
to  lunch/'  he  said. 

“Out  to  lunch,  out  to  lunch,  out  to  lunch," 
said  the  big  green  bird. 

The  children  laughed.  “It  would  be  fun 
to  have  a talking  bird  for  a pet,"  said  Susan. 

“It's  time  for  the  pets  to  eat,"  said  Mr.  Best. 
“Susan,  you  may  give  the  fish  their  food. 
Robin,  you  may  give  the  rabbits  their  carrots." 

“I  have  some  bananas  for  the  monkey," 
said  Peter.  “May  1 give  them  to  him?" 

“Just  one  banana,"  said  Mr.  Best.  “That's 
all  he  should  have  for  lunch." 

The  children  gave  the  pets  their  food. 

When  they  were  ready  to  go  home,  they  said 
good-bye  to  Mr.  Best.  As  they  were  going 
out  the  door,  they  heard  the  bird  say,  “Come 
again,  come  again,  come  again." 

The  children  laughed.  “We  will,  we  will, 
we  will,"  they  called  back. 
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Silver  Cloud,  the  Indian  Boy 


The  Three  Gifts 

Once  there  was  an  Indian  boy  called 
Silver  Cloud.  He  lived  in  the  forest  with  his 
mother  and  father.  Silver  Cloud  was  a friend 
of  the  forest  animals.  He  played  with  them 
and  talked  with  them.  The  animals  liked 
Silver  Cloud.  They  helped  him  whenever 
they  could. 

One  day  Silver  Cloud  said  to  his  friend, 
the  grey  squirrel,  “My  mother  is  sick.  Tm 
going  to  look  for  some  things  to  give  her. 

My  gifts  may  help  her  to  get  well.’’ 
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'Ill  help  you,"  said  the  squirrel.  “Maybe  we 
can  find  some  flowers  for  your  mother.  Let 
us  go  along  the  path  through  the  forest." 

The  two  friends  went  along  the  path 
looking  for  flowers.  Soon  they  came  to  a place 
where  many  flowers  grew. 

“What  beautiful  flowers!"  said  Silver  Cloud. 
“Fll  pick  some  of  them." 

“I  know  your  mother  will  be  happy  when 
she  sees  them,"  said  the  squirrel.  “Let  us 
find  another  gift  for  her." 

“I  think  my  mother  would  like  some 
food  from  the  forest,"  said  Silver  Cloud. 

“I  know  where  we  can  find  some  big  red 
berries,"  said  the  squirrel.  “They  are  not  far 
away.  Come  with  me." 

The  squirrel  showed  the  Indian  boy  the 
place  where  the  berries  grew.  Silver  Cloud 
began  to  pick  the  berries. 

All  at  once  the  squirrel  called  out, 

“Silver  Cloud,  did  you  hear  something?" 
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‘‘Just  the  wind  in  the  trees,”  answered 
the  boy. 

Silver  Cloud  picked  some  more  berries. 

Again  the  squirrel  called  to  the  boy,  “Silver 
Cloud!  Something  is  coming!” 

Silver  Cloud  looked  around.  He  saw  a 
brown  bear  coming  along  the  path.  “Do  not  be 
afraid.  Grey  Squirrel,”  said  Silver  Cloud. 

“Brown  Bear  is  my  friend.” 

“Hello,  Silver  Cloud,”  said  the  bear.  “Fm 
glad  to  see  you.  What  beautiful  flowers  you 
have!  What  are  you  going  to  do  with  them?” 

“I  am  going  to  give  them  to  my  mother,” 
said  Silver  Cloud.  “She  is  sick.” 

“Are  those  berries  a gift  for  your  mother, 
too?”  asked  the  bear. 


‘Tes,"  answered  Silver  Cloud.  “I  hope  they 
will  make  her  well.” 

"I’ll  help  you,”  said  the  brown  bear.  "Your 
mother  helped  me  once  when  I was  sick.” 

The  bear  picked  some  berries  and  gave  them 
to  the  Indian  boy. 

Soon  Silver  Cloud  had  all  the  berries  he 
wanted.  He  and  the  squirrel  went  on  their 
way.  The  boy  walked  along  the  path.  The 
squirrel  jumped  from  tree  to  tree. 

All  at  once  the  grey  squirrel  called  out, 
"Look,  Silver  Cloud.  Here  is  another  gift  for 
your  mother.”  He  dropped  a feather  at 
the  Indian  boy’s  feet. 

"Thank  you,”  said  Silver  Cloud.  "Now  I 
have  three  gifts  for  my  mother.  She  will  look 
at  the  flowers.  She  will  eat  the  big  red  berries, 
and  she  will  put  the  beautiful  feather  in 
her  hair.” 

"The  gifts  will  help  her  to  get  better,”  said 
the  squirrel. 
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In  the  Forest 


. In  the  forest 
^ filled  with  sunlight, 
near  a river 
cool  and  deep, 

i^Si  an  Indian  boy. 
ajSB  See  him  sitting 

wigwam, 

i|M|  thinking  thoughts 
jUL  and  dreaming  dreams 


See  him  talking 
to  the  birds 
and  the  squirrels 
in  the  trees  — 
he  is  telling  them 
his  secrets. 

Softly,  softly 

he  is  speaking  — 
in  the  forest 
all  is  quiet. 


ENRICHMENT 


% 


The  Coming  of  Winter 


Winter  was  coming.  The  leaves  had  dropped 
from  the  trees.  The  animals  had  on  their 
winter  fur.  Some  of  the  birds  had  left 
the  forest. 

One  day  Silver  Cloud  said  to  his  mother, 
"Grey  Squirrel  has  no  time  to  come  and 
see  me  now.  May  I go  into  the  forest  to  take 
him  some  food?” 

"Yes,  you  may,”  answered  his  mother.  She 
looked  up.  "I  see  many  grey  clouds  in  the 
sky,”  she  said.  "It  will  snow  before  night 
comes.  Do  not  go  too  far.  I would  not  want 
you  to  get  lost  in  the  forest.” 

"Ill  stay  on  the  path,”  said  Silver  Cloud. 

"I  will  not  get  lost.” 
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Silver  Cloud  left  his  home  and  walked  into 
the  forest.  Red  and  yellow  leaves  danced 
around  his  feet.  Grey  clouds  were  hurrying 
through  the  sky.  The  trees  around  him 
looked  big  and  black. 

The  boy  went  hurrying  along  the  path. 

He  came  to  the  big  old  tree  where  his  friend 
the  squirrel  lived.  “Grey  Squirrel!  Grey  Squirrel! 
Are  you  there?”  he  called. 

The  squirrel  looked  down  from  the  tree. 
“Hello,  Silver  Cloud,”  he  said.  “I  cannot  stop 
to  talk  to  you.  1 must  put  away  my  food  for 
the  long,  cold  winter.” 

“Here  is  some  more  food  for  you,”  said 
Silver  Cloud. 


The  squirrel  ran  down  the  tree  and  took  the 
food  from  Silver  Cloud.  “Thank  you,”  he  said. 
“Do  not  stay  too  long  in  the  forest,  my 
friend.  The  sky  looks  grey  and  cold.  It’s  going 
to  snow  very  soon.” 

Silver  Cloud  looked  up  at  the  sky.  “I  will 
hurry  home  at  once,”  he  said. 

The  Indian  boy  left  the  squirrel  and  walked 
along  the  path.  All  at  once  the  snow  began 
to  fall. 

“I  must  hurry,”  Silver  Cloud  said  to 
himself.  He  ran  quickly  through  the  forest. 

The  snow  began  to  fall  more  quickly.  Silver 
Cloud  could  not  see  the  sky.  The  snow 
covered  the  red  and  yellow  leaves.  Soon 
everything  was  covered  with  cold  white  snow. 

Silver  Cloud  stopped.  “The  snow  has 
covered  the  path,”  he  said  to  himself. 

“I  cannot  see  which  way  to  go.  Ill  stay  here 
under  this  tree.  When  the  snow  stops.  111 
go  home.” 
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The  boy  was  cold  and  afraid.  He 
wondered  if  his  mother  and  father  were 
looking  for  him.  He  shouted,  but  there  was 
no  answer. 

The  snow  did  not  stop  falling.  Night  came 
to  the  forest.  It  was  very  cold.  Silver  Cloud 
became  more  and  more  afraid.  He  shouted 
again  and  again,  but  no  one  answered  him. 

'1  wish  I were  home,”  he  said  to  himself. 

‘1  wish  I had  not  come  into  the  forest  today.” 
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At  last,  the  boy  heard  a voice  calling, 
“Silver  Cloud,  Silver  Cloud!" 

“Father!"  shouted  Silver  Cloud.  “Here  1 am! 
Here  1 am!" 

His  father  heard  him.  “Stay  there.  Silver 
Cloud!  Call  again  so  that  111  know  where 
you  are,"  he  cried. 

When  Silver  Cloud  saw  his  father  coming 
through  the  forest,  he  ran  to  him.  “Oh, 
Father,"  he  cried,  “1  was  afraid  that  you 
would  not  find  me." 

“Come  with  me,"  said  his  father. 

Home  they  went  through  the  forest. 


Silver  Cloud  to  do.  He  played  in  the  snow 
with  some  of  his  animal  friends.  He  went 
with  his  father  to  get  wood.  At  night  he  sat 
by  the  fire  and  heard  stories  about  the  Indians 
of  long  ago. 

One  morning  Silver  Cloud’s  father  said, 

“We  have  little  food  left.  Today  I must  go  to 
Big  Lake  to  get  fish.” 

“May  I go  with  you?”  asked  Silver  Cloud. 

“No,”  answered  his  father.  “Big  Lake  is 
far  away  from  here.  I must  snowshoe  to  get 
there.  You  cannot  snowshoe  well  enough  to 
come  with  me.” 
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After  his  father  had  left  for  the  lake, 

Silver  Cloud  took  his  snowshoes  and  went  out 
into  the  snow.  He  put  on  the  snowshoes. 

He  tried  to  walk  in  them,  but  he  could  not 
go  very  far  without  falling. 

Many  times  that  day  he  said  to  himself, 

‘1  wonder  if  I will  ever  snowshoe  well  enough 
to  go  to  Big  Lake." 

Day  after  day  Silver  Cloud  snowshoed.  He 
went  up  hills  and  down  hills.  He  walked 
and  he  ran.  Every  day  he  could  snowshoe 
a little  better. 

One  morning  his  father  said  to  him, 

‘Tou  snowshoe  very  well.  Silver  Cloud.  Now 
you  are  ready  to  come  with  me  to  Big  Lake." 

Quickly  Silver  Cloud  got  ready.  He  put  on 
his  snowshoes.  Off  he  went  over  the  snow 
with  his  father. 

It  was  a long  way  to  Big  Lake.  Sometimes 
the  two  Indians  stopped  to  look  at  animal 
tracks  in  the  snow. 


68 


'‘A  rabbit  has  been  looking  for  food 
around  here/'  said  Silver  Cloud. 

"Here  are  the  tracks  of  a wolf,"  said  his 
father.  “The  wolf  has  been  looking  for  food, 
too.  Animal  tracks  in  the  snow  tell  stories." 

At  last  they  came  to  Big  Lake.  It  was 
covered  with  snow  and  ice.  Silver  Cloud  and 
his  father  walked  out  on  the  lake.  They 
came  to  a place  where  there  was  no  snow  on 
the  ice. 

“The  wind  blew  the  snow  away  from  here," 
said  Silver  Cloud's  father.  “This  is  a good 
place  for  us  to  fish." 
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The  Indians  made  two  holes  in  the  ice. 
Silver  Cloud  fished  through  one  hole,  and  his 
father  fished  through  the  other.  For  a long 
time  they  waited,  but  nothing  happened. 

Silver  Cloud  became  very  cold,  but  he  would 
not  tell  his  father. 

All  at  once  Silver  Cloud’s  father  caught  a 
fish.  Then  he  caught  another  one.  Soon  there 
were  five  fish  on  the  ice.  They  were  not 
big  fish,  but  Silver  Cloud’s  father  was  glad 
to  get  them. 

“I  wish  I could  get  a fish,”  said  Silver 
Cloud. 

“You  may  get  one  soon,”  said  his  father. 
“Sometimes  I’ve  had  to  wait  and  wait.” 


At  last  Silver  Cloud  caught  a fish.  It  was 
so  big  that  his  father  had  to  help  him  get  it 
out  of  the  water.  Silver  Cloud  was  very 
pleased.  Now  he  did  not  think  about  the  cold. 

When  Silver  Cloud  and  his  father  had 
caught  some  more  fish,  his  father  said, 

"We  have  caught  enough  fish  for  one  day. 
Night  is  coming  and  we  must  go.’’ 

The  two  Indians  snowshoed  quickly  over  the 
ice  and  snow.  The  moon  helped  them  find 
their  way.  At  last  they  were  home. 

Silver  Cloud  was  happy  to  sit  by  the  fire 
and  talk  to  his  mother.  "I  am  glad  I can 
snowshoe  well  enough  to  go  to  Big  Lake,” 
he  said. 

"I  am  glad  you  helped  your  father  get  food 
for  us,”  said  his  mother. 
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Food  from  the  Trees 


One  morning  Silver  Cloud  said  to  his 
mother,  “Today  I heard  the  water  running 
under  the  ice.” 

“Yes,”  said  his  mother.  “Soon  the  ice  and 
snow  will  go  away.  Soon  winter  will  be  over.” 

Silver  Cloud’s  father  called  to  them,  “The 
sap  is  running  in  the  maple  trees.  We  must 
go  into  the  forest  and  get  some.” 

“Is  the  log  ready?”  asked  Silver  Cloud’s 
mother. 

“Yes,”  answered  his  father.  “I’ve  made 
a big  hole  in  it.  When  we  get  the  sap, 
we  can  put  it  in  the  log.” 


“Silver  Cloud  has  wood  ready  for  the  fire. 
I’ve  made  buckets  for  the  sap,”  said 
Silver  Cloud’s  mother. 


The  three  Indians  took  the  buckets  and 
went  into  the  forest.  When  they  came  to  the 
first  big  maple  tree,  they  stopped.  Silver 
Cloud’s  father  made  a small  hole  in  the  tree. 
He  put  a bucket  under  the  hole.  Sap  began 
to  come  from  the  tree.  Silver  Cloud’s 
father  made  holes  in  the  other  maple 
trees. 

The  Indians  left  the  buckets  and  went 
home.  The  next  day  when  they  came  back, 
some  of  the  buckets  were  full. 

Silver  Cloud’s  mother  made  a big  fire  and 
put  some  stones  in  it.  Soon  the  boy  came 
to  the  fire  with  two  buckets  of  sap.  He  put 
the  sap  into  the  big  log  by  the  fire.  Then 
he  went  back  for  more  sap. 

As  Silver  Cloud  walked  through  the  maple 
trees,  he  heard  a voice  calling  to  him.  He 
looked  up  and  saw  his  friend.  "Hello,  Grey 
Squirrel,”  he  said.  "Would  you  like  to  have 
some  maple  sap?” 
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The  squirrel  came  running  down  the  tree  to 
get  the  sap.  “Thank  you,”  he  said.  “That’s 
the  best  food  IVe  ever  had.” 

Silver  Cloud’s  father  gave  the  boy  two  more 
buckets  full  of  sap.  When  Silver  Cloud  took 
them  back  to  the  log,  the  squirrel  went 
with  him. 

The  boy  put  the  sap  from  the  buckets  into 
the  log.  His  mother  took  some  stones  out 
of  the  fire  and  put  them  into  the  sap.  The 
stones  made  the  sap  very  hot.  After  a long 
time.  Silver  Cloud’s  mother  took  some  of  it 
out  of  the  log  and  put  it  on  the  snow. 

“This  maple  sap  will  soon  be  maple  sugar,” 
she  said.  “Wait  and  I will  give  you  some.” 


Silver  Cloud’s  father  came  to  the  fire 
with  more  buckets  of  sap. 

“The  maple  sugar  is  ready,"  said  Silver 
Cloud’s  mother. 

The  three  Indians  began  to  eat  the  sugar. 
Silver  Cloud  gave  some  to  the  squirrel.  Soon 
there  was  more  sugar  ready.  The  Indians  ate 
and  ate.  At  last  they  could  not  eat  any  more. 

“I  shall  put  away  the  sugar  that  is  left,’’ 
said  Silver  Cloud’s  mother.  “We  shall  have 
enough  sugar  to  last  for  many  days.’’ 

“The  trees  have  been  good  to  us  again,’’ 
said  Silver  Cloud’s  father. 

“Maple  sugar  time  is  the  best  time  of  all,’’ 
said  Silver  Cloud. 


Little  by  little  the  days  grew  longer.  The 
leaves  began  to  come  out  on  the  trees.  Along 
the  paths  of  the  forest,  new  green  grass  could 
be  seen.  Little  flowers  grew  everywhere. 

Spring  had  come  once  again. 

Every  day  more  birds  came  back  to  the 
forest.  Some  birds  went  to  live  in  their  old 
nests.  Others  began  to  build  new  ones.  Down 
by  the  river,  two  blackbirds  were  building 
their  nest  in  the  long  grass.  Far  up  in  the 
big  maple  tree,  two  robins  were  building  their 
nest. 
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After  their  long  winter’s  sleep,  the  bears 
came  out  of  their  homes.  They  looked  around 
for  food.  Some  looked  under  logs  and  stones. 
Others  went  to  the  river  to  fish. 

One  spring  day  Silver  Cloud  and  the  grey 
squirrel  went  for  a walk  down  by  the  river. 
There  they  saw  a big  green  frog.  “Hello, 

Green  Frog,”  called  the  squirrel.  “What  are 
you  doing?” 

“I’m  waiting,”  said  the  frog. 

“Waiting!  What  are  you  waiting  for?”  asked 
the  squirrel. 

“You’ll  see,”  said  the  frog.  Just  then  he 
quickly  caught  something  to  eat. 

“That  was  what  I was  waiting  for,”  said 
the  frog,  and  he  jumped  into  the  water. 

As  Silver  Cloud  and  the  grey  squirrel 
walked  along  by  the  river,  they  saw  a small 
tree  fall  into  the  water. 

“The  beaver  must  be  at  work,”  said 
Silver  Cloud.  “Let’s  see  what  he  is  doing.” 
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'‘Hello,  Brown  Beaver,”  called  the  squirrel. 

The  beaver  stopped  work  and  looked  up. 
“Hello,  Grey  Squirrel,”  he  said.  “This  tree  is 
for  the  house  1 am  building  out  there  in  the 
river.  Would  you  like  to  come  and  see  it. 

Silver  Cloud?” 

“No,  thank  you,”  answered  the  boy.  “The 
water  is  too  cold  for  me.  Perhaps  111  come 
to  see  your  house  some  other  time.” 

That  spring  day  Silver  Cloud  and  the  grey 
squirrel  saw  many  of  their  friends.  They  were 
building  their  homes  and  finding  food. 

“All  our  friends  are  happy,”  said  Silver 
Cloud.  “Spring  has  come  to  the  forest  at  last.” 
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A New  Home 


Summer  had  come  to  the  forest.  One  hot 
day  Silver  Cloud  and  his  father  went  down  to 
the  river  to  fish.  After  they  had  caught 
enough  fish,  Silver  Cloud's  father  said,  “I  am 
going  home  now.  Are  you  staying  here?” 

“Yes,”  said  Silver  Cloud.  “I  told  Grey 
Squirrel  that  I would  wait  for  him.  We  like  to 
play  in  the  long  grass  by  the  river.” 

After  his  father  had  left,  the  Indian  boy 
sat  down  on  a big  log  by  the  water.  He 
waited  for  his  friend,  but  the  squirrel  did  not 
come.  He  waited  and  waited.  At  last  the  boy 
said  to  himself,  "1  am  afraid  that  something 
has  happened  to  my  friend.  I must  go  into 
the  forest  and  look  for  him.” 


Silver  Cloud  walked  quickly  along  the  path 
looking  for  the  grey  squirrel.  The  hot  wind 
began  to  blow  through  the  trees.  The  birds 
began  to  call,  “Silver  Cloud!  Silver  Cloud! 

Don’t  stay  in  the  forest  any  longer.  Go  home! 
Go  home!" 

Silver  Cloud  did  not  hear  the  birds.  He  was 
thinking  about  his  friend.  He  was  wondering 
what  could  have  happened  to  him.  At  last 
he  saw  the  squirrel  running  along  the  path. 

“Silver  Cloud!"  cried  the  squirrel.  “The  forest 
is  on  fire!" 

“We  must  leave  the  forest  at  once,"  said 
Silver  Cloud. 

“We  must  hurry  to  a safe  place,"  said 
the  squirrel. 

Silver  Cloud  and  the  squirrel  ran  as  quickly 
as  they  could.  The  hot  fire  came  after  them. 

It  danced  from  tree  to  tree.  It  dropped  on 
the  path  all  around  them.  The  boy  and  the 
squirrel  were  afraid. 
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Soon  Silver  Cloud  saw  many  animals. 

They  were  running  here  and  there.  They 
were  hurrying  this  way  and  that.  They  were 
afraid,  and  they  did  not  know  which  way 
to  go.  “Help  us,  Silver  Cloud!”  they  cried. 

“Come  with  me!”  the  Indian  boy  called. 

“I  will  take  you  to  an  island  in  the  river.  We 
will  be  safe  there.” 

Silver  Cloud  and  the  animals  ran  quickly. 
The  hot  fire  came  along  the  path  after  them. 
At  last  they  saw  the  island. 

“We  will  be  safe  when  we  get  to  that 
island,”  Silver  Cloud  called  to  the  animals. 
Then  he  saw  his  mother  and  father. 

“We  could  not  find  you,”  said  his  mother. 
“Where  have  you  been?” 


81 


Before  Silver  Cloud  had  time  to  answer,  his 
father  said,  "Hurry!  Jump  into  the  water. 

We  have  not  far  to  go.” 

The  three  Indians  and  the  animals  went 
to  the  island. 

“We  are  safe  on  this  side  of  the  water,” 
said  Silver  Cloud’s  father.  “The  forest  fire 
cannot  come  after  us.  We  shall  stay  on  this 
island  until  the  fire  is  over.” 

After  many  days  the  fire  was  over.  The 
forest  that  once  had  looked  green  and 
beautiful  now  looked  black  and  ugly. 

The  animals  were  sad  when  they  saw  what 
had  happened.  “We  have  lost  our  homes,” 
they  said.  “What  are  we  going  to  do?” 


“We  cannot  stay  here,"  said  a bear. 

“There  is  not  enough  food  on  this  island.  We 
must  find  a new  place  to  live." 

Silver  Cloud  spoke  to  the  animals.  “Where 
will  you  go?"  he  asked. 

“We  cannot  go  back  to  our  old  forest,"  said 
a rabbit.  “We  must  find  a new  place  where 
the  grass  is  green." 

“We  must  leave  at  once,"  said  a wolf. 

The  animals  thanked  Silver  Cloud  for 
helping  them.  One  by  one  they  left  the  island. 
The  grey  squirrel  did  not  leave  with  the 
other  animals.  He  wanted  to  stay  with  the 
Indians. 

“The  fire  was  not  our  friend,"  said  Silver 
Cloud.  “It  took  our  homes  from  us." 

“The  summer  wind  was  not  our  friend.  It 
helped  the  fire,"  said  Silver  Cloud’s  mother. 

“The  water  was  our  friend,"  said  Silver 
Cloud’s  father.  “It  made  us  safe  from 
the  fire." 
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“What  shall  we  do  now?  Where  shall  we 
go?”  asked  Silver  Cloud’s  mother. 

Then  the  Indians  heard  the  water  answer. 
“Come  with  me.  Come  with  me,”  it  whispered. 

“The  water  is  telling  us  what  to  do,” 
said  Silver  Cloud’s  father.  “We  must  leave  this 
island.  We  must  build  a raft  and  go  where 
the  water  takes  us.” 

The  three  Indians  worked  all  that  day 
building  a raft.  The  next  morning  they  put 
the  raft  into  the  water. 

“Now  we  are  ready  to  leave  the  island,” 
said  Silver  Cloud’s  father. 

“Come  with  us.  Grey  Squirrel,”  said 
Silver  Cloud.  “The  river  will  take  us  to  our 
new  home.” 


the  sun  was  going  down,  they  saw  a new 
forest.  Birds  were  calling  from  the  trees.  The 
grass  was  green.  It  was  a beautiful  forest. 

‘This  is  the  place.  This  is  the  place,” 
whispered  the  water. 

The  raft  stopped  on  the  sand. 

“Here  we  shall  stay,”  said  Silver  Cloud’s 
father.  “Here  we  shall  build  our  new  home.” 

“We  shall  find  food  here,”  said  Silver 
Cloud’s  mother. 

“In  the  morning,”  said  Silver  Cloud,  “Grey 
Squirrel  and  I shall  find  paths  through  the 
forest.  We  shall  find  new  friends.” 
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Over  in  the  Meadow 

Over  in  the  meadow, 

In  the  sand,  in  the  sun. 

Lived  an  old  mother  mouse 
And  her  little  mouse  one. 

"Dance,"  said  the  mother. 

"I  dance,"  said  the  one.  | 

So  he  danced  all  day  $ 

In  the  sand,  in  the  sun. 
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Over  in  the  meadow, 

Where  the  waters  run  blue 
Lived  an  old  mother  frog 
And  her  little  frogs  two. 
“Splash,"  said  the  mother. 
“We  splash,"  said  the  two. 
So  they  splashed  all  day 
Where  the  waters  run  blue, 
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Over  in  the  meadow, 

In  the  big  green  tree, 

Lived  an  old  mother  squirrel 
And  her  little  squirrels  three. 
‘‘Whisper,’’  said  the  mother. 
“We  whisper,”  said  the  three 
So  they  whispered  all  day 
In  the  big  green  tree. 


Over  in  the  meadow. 

By  the  old  barn  door. 
Lived  an  old  mother  cat 
And  her  little  kittens  four. 
“Mew,”  said  the  mother. 
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Over  in  the  meadow, 

In  the  big  beehive, 

Lived  an  old  mother  bee 
And  her  little  bees  five. 
“Buzz,”  said  the  mother. 
“We  buzz,”  said  the  five 
So  they  buzzed  all  day 
In  the  big  beehive. 


Over  in  the  meadow. 

In  the  nest  made  of  sticks. 
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Over  in  the  meadow, 

Where  the  grass  grows  even, 
Lived  an  old  mother  goat 
And  her  little  goats  seven. 
“Run,"  said  the  mother. 

“We  run,"  said  the  seven. 

So  they  ran  all  day 
Where  the  grass  grows  even. 

Over  in  the  meadow. 

By  the  old  farm  gate. 

Lived  an  old  mother  rabbit 
And  her  little  rabbits  eight. 
“Jump,"  said  the  mother. 

“We  jump,"  said  the  eight. 
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Over  in  the  meadow, 

Where  the  blue  waters  shine 
Lived  an  old  mother  beaver 
And  her  little  beavers  nine. 
'‘Work,”  said  the  mother. 
“We  work,”  said  the  nine. 

So  they  worked  all  day 


Over  in  the  meadow. 

In  the  new  white  pen. 
Lived  an  old  mother  pig 
And  her  little  pigs  ten. 
“Play,”  said  the  mother. 
“We  play,”  said  the  ten. 
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Once  upon  a time  there  were  three  Billy 
Goats  GrufF/They  lived  on  the  side  of  a hill. 
From  the  hillside  they  could  see  a river. 

They  could  see  a beautiful  meadow  on  the 
other  side  of  the  river.'  Flowers  grew  in  the 
meadow,  and  the  grass  was  as  green 
as  could  be. 

Now  the  Billy  Goats  Gruff  had  very  little  to 
eat  on  their  hillside. ^They  wanted  to  go  to 
the  meadow  on  the  other  side  of  the  river. 

To  get  to  that  meadow,  they  had  to  go  over 

i 

a bridge.  Under  the  bridge  lived  an  ugly  old 
troll  who  liked  to  eat  billy  goats. 

One  summer  day  the  Billy  Goats  Gruff  said, 
“Let  us  go  to  the  meadow  across  the  river, 
where  the  grass  grows  green." 


The  Three  Billy  Goats  Gruff 


Little  Billy  Goat  Gruff  went  first.  He  came 
to  the  bridge  and  began  to  walk  across  it. 

Trip,  trap!  Trip,  trap!  Trip,  trap!  went  the 
bridge. 

“Who  is  walking  across  my  bridge?"  called 
the  ugly  old  troll. 

“It  is  I,  Little  Billy  Goat  Gruff,"  whispered 
the. hilly  goat  in  a very  small  voice.  “I  am 
going  to  the  meadow.  I am  going  to  eat  and 
eat  until  I grow  fat." 

“Oh,  no,  you  are  not.  I am  going  to  eat 
you,"  said  the  troll. 

“Please  do  not  eat  me,"  said  Little  Billy 
Goat  Gruff.  “I  am  too  little.  Wait  until  Big 
Billy  Goat  Gruff  comes  along.  He  is  bigger 
than  I am." 

“Very  well.  Be  off  with  you,"  said  the  ugly 
old  troll. 


Soon  Big  Billy  Goat  Gruff  came  to  the 
bridge.  He  began  to  walk  across  it. 

Trip,  trap!  Trip,  trap!  Trip,  trap!  went  the 
bridge. 

“Who  is  walking  across  my  bridge?” 
shouted  the  ugly  old  troll. 

“It  is  1,  Big  Billy  Goat  Gruff,”  answered 
the  billy  goat  in  a big  voice.  “1  am  going  to 
the  meadow  where  the  green  grass  grows.  1 am 
going  to  make  myself  fat.” 

“Oh,  no,  you  are  not.  1 am  going  to  eat 
you,”  said  the  troll. 

“Please  do  not  eat  me,”  said  Big  Billy  Goat 
Gruff.  “Wait  until  Great  Big  Billy  Goat  Gruff 
comes  along.  He  is  even  bigger  than  I am.” 

“Very  well.  Be  off  with  you,”  said  the  troll. 

Just  then,  along  came  Great  Big  Billy  Goat 


drnfF 


Trip,  trap!  Trip,  trap!  went  the  bridge. 

“Who  is  walking  across  my  bridge?'' 
shouted  the  ugly  old  troll. 

“It  is  I,  Great  Big  Billy  Goat  Gruff,"  shouted 
the  billy  goat  in  a great  big  voice.  “I  am 
going  to  the  meadow  to  make  myself  fat." 

“Oh,  no,  you  are  not.  I am  going  to  eat 
you,"  the  troll  said  as  he  jumped  up  on 
the  bridge. 

Great  Big  Billy  Goat  Gruff  was  ready  for 
him.  He  knocked  the  troll  off  the  bridge  and 
into  the  water.  Splash!  Away  down  the  riyer 
went  the  troll. 


From  that  day  on,  the  Billy  Goats  Gruff 
were  happy.  They  went  across  the  bridge 
whenever  they  pleased.  They  had  all  they 


Wouldn’t  You  ? 


ENRICHMENT 


These  are  some  things  Fd  like  to  do  — 


rd  like  to  sail  to  a far-off  land 
Fd  like  to  lead  a big  brass  band 
d like  to  walk  on  golden  sand 
Wouldn't  you? 


Fd  like  to  dance  on  a marble  floor 
Fd  like  to  work  in  a hardware  store 


^ Fd  like  to  hear  a lion  roar 
Wouldn't  you? 


Fd  like  to  find  an  eagle's  nest 
^ Fd  like  to  wear  a red  plaid  vest 
Fd  like  to  dig  for  a treasure  chest 
Wouldn't  you? 


ENRICHMENT 


The  Sun  % 


The  sun  woke  the  flowers 
With  a touch  of  spring. 

It  smiled, 

And  the  birds  began  to  sing 
Softly  it  whispered 
To  the  breeze 
To  tickle  the  leaves 
And  wake  the  trees. 

It  sprinkled  the  meadow 
With  flowers  of  gold, 

And  brightened  the  walls 
Of  a castle  old. 

Through  every  window 
It  sent  a ray 
That  filled  each  room 
With  a brand  new  day 
And  beckoned  a princess 
To  come  and  play. 

' . ...  . . .1 


The  Frog  Prince 


In  the  Garden 


Long  ago,  in  a great  palace,  there  lived  a 
very  beautiful  princess.  She  was  so  beautiful 
that  the  sun  liked  to  shine  upon  her  face. 

One  summer  morning  the  princess  looked 
out  a palace  window.  She  saw  the  bees  going 
from  flower  to  flower.  She  heard  them  buzzing 
around  the  beehives  in  the  garden.  She  heard 
the  wind  whispering  in  the  trees.  There 
was  not  a cloud  in  the  sky. 

"What  a beautiful  day  it  is!"  said  the 
princess.  "Ill  hurry  into  the  garden  and 
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The  princess  took  her  golden  ball  and  went 
running  out  of  the  palace  into  the  garden. 

She  danced  up  and  down  the  paths,  holding 
the  ball  in  her  hand.  How  the  sun  made  the 
golden  ball  shine! 

After  she  had  played  for  a long  time,  she 
sat  down  by  the  well.  She  looked  down  into 
the  well  where  the  water  was  cold  and  black. 
Suddenly  the  golden  ball  dropped  from  her 
hand.  Down  it  splashed  into  the  water. 

The  princess  could  not  see  the  ball.  She 
covered  her  face  with  her  hands.  She  cried 
and  cried.  “Oh,  my  beautiful  golden  ball," 
she  said.  “I  have  lost  it.  What  am  I going 
to  do?" 

Just  then  she  heard  a voice  coming  from 
the  well.  The  voice  said,  “Why  are  you  crying. 
Princess?" 

The  princess  looked  down.  She  saw  a fat 
and  ugly  frog  looking  up  at  her  from  the 
water. 
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“What  is  the  matter?”  asked  the  frog. 

“Fve  dropped  my  golden  ball  into  the 
well,”  the  princess  answered  sadly.  “I  shall 
never  be  happy  again.” 

“Do  not  cry,  Princess.  I can  bring  your  ball 
back  to  you,”  said  the  frog.  “But  first,  will 
you  promise  me  something?” 

“Yes,  I will,”  said  the  princess.  “Ill 
promise  you  anything.  Just  get  my  ball  for 
me,  please.” 

“Will  you  promise  me  anything  I want?” 
asked  the  frog. 

“Yes,  yes,  yes,”  answered  the  princess. 

“I  promise  you  anything  you  want.” 


As  soon  as  the  frog  had  heard  her  promise, 
he  went  down  into  the  water.  Down,  down, 
down  he  went.  When  he  came  up  again,  he 
was  holding  the  golden  ball.  He  jumped  out  of 
the  well  and  dropped  the  ball  on  the  grass 
beside  the  princess.  She  picked  it  up  and 
ran  off  through  the  garden. 

"Wait!"  called  the  frog.  "Wait!  You  must 
not  leave  me.  I have  not  told  you  what 
I want." 

The  princess  came  back  to  the  well.  "Hurry! 
Tell  me  what  you  want,"  she  said. 

"I  want  to  come  to  live  with  you  in  the 
palace,"  answered  the  frog. 

"No!  No!"  cried  the  princess.  "You  shall 
never  come  to  live  with  me.  Never!  Never! 

You  are  just  an  ugly  green  frog." 

The  princess  left  the  frog  beside  the  well. 
She  ran  quickly  up  the  path,  holding  the 
golden  ball.  She  did  not  stop  running  until 
she  was  inside  the  palace. 
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In  the  Palace 


That  night  the  young  princess  could  not 
sleep.  She  was  thinking  about  what  had 
happened  that  day  in  the  garden.  She  was 
thinking  about  the  promise  that  she  had  made 
but  had  not  kept. 

The  next  morning  she  sat  by  a window  in 
the  palace.  She  was  holding  her  golden  ball 
in  her  hands.  Her  father,  the  king,  sat  down 
beside  her.  He  said,  “My  dear  daughter, 
how  sad  you  look!  Tell  me,  what  is  the 
matter?" 

“When  I was  in  the  garden,  I dropped  my 
golden  ball  into  the  well.  An  ugly  green 
frog  got  it  out  for  me,"  she  said. 

“Then  your  ball  is  safe,"  said  the  king. 

“You  should  be  happy." 

Before  the  princess  could  tell  her  father 
about  the  promise  she  had  made  to  the  frog, 
there  was  a knock  at  the  door. 
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A small  voice  called,  “Princess,  Princess,  let 
me  come  into  the  palace.” 

The  young  girl  ran  to  the  door  to  see  who 
was  there.  When  she  opened  the  door,  she 
saw  the  frog.  She  shut  the  door  very  quickly. 

The  king  saw  that  his  daughter  was  afraid. 
“What  is  the  matter?”  he  asked.  “Why  did 
you  shut  the  door  so  quickly?  Is  there 
someone  at  the  door?” 

“Yes,”  answered  the  princess.  “The  frog  is 
at  the  door.  He  wants  to  come  in.” 

“Why  would  the  frog  want  to  come  into 
the  palace?”  asked  the  king. 


“I  made  a promise  to  the  frog,"  answered 
the  princess.  "I  promised  him  anything  he 
wanted,  if  he  would  get  my  ball  for  me.  He 
said  that  he  wanted  to  come  to  live  in 
the  palace." 

“Then  why  have  you  not  kept  your 
promise?"  asked  the  king. 

“I  do  not  want  an  ugly  green  frog  to  live 
in  the  palace  with  us!"  cried  the  princess. 

“But,  my  dear,"  said  the  king,  “promises 
must  be  kept.  Tell  the  frog  that  he  may  come 
to  live  with  us  in  the  palace." 

“Must  I?"  the  girl  asked  sadly. 

“Yes,  my  daughter,"  answered  the  king. 
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“Let  him  come  in,”  said  the  king.  “What 
you  have  promised,  you  must  do.” 

Again  the  young  princess  opened  the  door. 
This  time  she  let  the  frog  come  into  the 
palace.  She  left  the  frog  by  the  door  and  ran 
quickly  to  her  room. 

That  night  at  dinner,  the  king  said  to  the 
princess,  “I  do  not  see  the  frog.  Where  is  he?” 

“He  is  down  at  my  feet,”  said  the 
princess,  “and  that  is  where  he  will  stay.” 

“Has  he  had  his  dinner?”  asked  the  king. 

“No,”  answered  the  princess.  “He  will  not 
eat.  He  wants  to  sit  on  this  chair  beside  me. 
He  wants  to  eat  from  my  golden  dish.” 

“You  promised  him  anything  he  wanted,” 
said  the  king,  “and  promises  must  be  kept.” 

The  princess  did  not  want  to  let  the  frog 
sit  beside  her.  She  was  afraid  of  him,  but  she 
did  as  her  father  told  her.  “Frog,”  she  said, 
“you  may  sit  up  here  and  eat  with  me.” 
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green  back. 

Suddenly  the  frog  was  not  there.  In  his 
place  there  was  a young  man. 

The  princess  cried  out  in  surprise,  “Who 
are  you?’’ 

“I  am  a prince,”  he  answered.  “Once  I 
lived  in  a golden  palace  just  like  this  one. 
One  day  a bad  magician  made  me  into  a fat 
and  ugly  frog.  He  told  me  that  I would  be 
a frog  until  a princess  let  me  sit  beside  her 
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and  eat  from  her  golden  dish.  You  have 
kept  your  promise  to  me,  and  now  I am  a 
prince  once  more." 

The  prince  spoke  to  the  king.  “I  would  like 
to  marry  your  daughter,"  he  said. 

“I  would  be  happy  to  let  you  marry  her," 
said  the  king. 

Soon  the  young  prince  and  the  princess 
were  married.  The  prince  took  the  princess 


The  Old  Man’s  Mitten 


Long  ago,  on  a cold  winter  morning,  an  old 
man  was  walking  in  the  forest.  He  stopped 
to  pick  up  some  sticks  for  firewood.  As  he 
did  so,  he  dropped  one  of  his  mittens.  He 
walked  on  through  the  forest. 

After  a time,  a mouse  came  along.  He  saw 
the  mitten  in  the  snow. 

"Oh,"  he  said  to  himself,  "here  is  just  the 
thing  for  me.  I could  live  happily  in  this 
mitten  until  spring." 

Into  the  mitten  he  went. 

Soon  a little  white  rabbit  came  through  the 
forest.  He  looked  at  the  mitten,  too.  "Hello," 
he  called.  "Who  lives  in  this  mitten?" 

"I  do,"  said  the  mouse. 
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“Who  are  you?”  asked  the  rabbit. 

“I  am  Crunch-Munch  the  Mouse,”  answered 
the  mouse.  “Who  are  you?” 

“I  am  Fleet-Feet  the  Rabbit,  and  I am 
looking  for  a place  to  live,”  said  the  rabbit. 
“May  I live  in  this  mitten  with  you?” 

“Yes,  you  may,”  said  Crunch-Munch.  “I  will 
move  over.” 

Crunch-Munch  moved  over,  and  Fleet-Feet 
moved  in  beside  him.  Now  there  were  two 
animals  in  the  mitten. 

After  a time,  an  old  frog  came  along. 
“Hello,”  he  called.  “Who  is  in  this  mitten?” 


"We  are,”  answered  the  animals. 
"Crunch-Munch  the  Mouse  and  Fleet-Feet  the 
Rabbit.  Who  are  you?” 

"1  am  Hop-Stop  the  Frog,  and  1 am  looking 
for  a place  to  live,”  said  the  frog.  “Do  you 
have  room  for  me  in  this  mitten?” 

“Yes,”  said  Crunch-Munch  and  Fleet-Feet. 
“There  is  room  for  you,  too.  We  will  move 
over.” 

So  Crunch-Munch  and  Fleet-Feet  moved 
over,  and  Hop-Stop  the  Frog  moved  in.  The 
three  animals  lived  happily  in  the  mitten. 

Soon,  along  came  a red  fox.  He  looked  into 
the  mitten.  “Hello,”  he  said.  “Who  is  in 
this  mitten?” 

“We  are,”  shouted  the  three  animals. 
“Crunch-Munch  the  Mouse,  Fleet-Feet  the 
Rabbit,  and  Hop-Stop  the  Frog.  Who  are 
you?” 

“I  am  Red-Head  the  Fox,”  answered  the  fox. 
“Please  move  over  and  make  room  for  me.” 
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Xome  in,"  said  the  animals.  “The  mitten 
will  hold  one  more." 

So  the  mouse,  the  rabbit,  and  the  frog 
moved  over  until  there  was  room  for 
Red-Head  the  Fox  to  move  in.  Then  the  four 
animals  lived  happily  in  the  mitten. 

After  a time,  a black  bear  came  along. 

“What  a big  mitten!"  he  said  to  himself.  “I 
should  like  to  sleep  in  here." 

The  bear  put  his  nose  into  the  mitten. 
“Who  lives  here?"  he  asked. 

“We  do,"  cried  all  the  animals  in  the 
mitten.  “Who  are  you?" 

“I  am  Black-Back  the  Bear,"  he  answered, 
“and  I want  to  come  in." 

“No  room!  No  room!"  called  the  animals  in 
the  mitten.  “There  is  no  room  for  you.  This 
mitten  will  hold  no  more.  It  is  full." 

“Please  move  over  and  try  to  make  room," 
said  Black-Back  the  Bear. 

“We  shall  try,"  said  all  the  animals. 
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Crunch-Munch,  Fleet-Feet,  Hop-Stop,  and 
Red-Head  moved  over,  and  Black-Back  moved 
in.  Now^  there  vrere  five  animals  in  the  mitten 
Soon  the  old  man  went  back  to  the  forest 
to  look  for  his  mitten.  He  looked  and  looked, 
but  he  could  not  find  it.  “Fll  make  myself  a 
new  mitten,”  he  said. 

So  Crunch-Munch,  Fleet-Feet,  Hop-Stop, 
Red-Head,  and  Black-Back  lived  happily  in  the 
mitten  in  the  forest.  The  old  man  went  home 
and  made  himself  a new  mitten. 


Rumpelstiltskin 

The  Woodman’s  Daughter 

Once  upon  a time  there  was  a poor 
woodman  who  had  a beautiful  young 
daughter.  Now  it  happened  one  day  that  the 
king  was  riding  his  horse  through  the  forest. 
He  saw  the  woodman  and  his  daughter 
walking  along  the  path.  The  king  stopped  and 
spoke  to  the  woodman. 

“I  see  that  you  have  a beautiful  daughter,” 
said  the  king. 
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“Yes,  my  daughter  is  beautiful,”  said  the 
woodman,  “and  she  works  from  morning  until 
night.  She  looks  after  the  garden.  She  helps 
me  to  get  firewood.  She  makes  my  dinner.  At 
night,  she  sits  beside  the  fire  and  spins.  My 
daughter  can  do  anything.  She  can  even  spin 
straw  into  gold.” 

“Straw  into  gold!”  cried  the  king.  “I  have 
never  seen  anyone  do  that.” 

“My  daughter  can  do  it,”  said  the  woodman. 

“I  must  see  this  for  myself,”  said  the  king. 
“Your  daughter  must  come  to  the  palace  to 
spin  for  me.  She  must  come  today.” 

So,  that  very  day,  the  girl  left  her  forest 
home  and  went  to  the  palace.  The  king  took 
her  to  a little  room.  In  the  room  there  was 
some  straw.  Beside  the  straw  there  was  a 
spinning  wheel. 

“You  must  stay  here  tonight,”  said  the  king. 
“You  must  spin  this  straw  into  gold  by 
morning.  If  you  do  not,  you  shall  die.” 
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The  king  went  out*  and  shut  the  door.  The 
poor  young  girl  could  not  think  what  to  do. 
She  did  not  know  how  to  spin  straw  into 
gold.  She  sat  sadly  at  the  spinning  wheel. 
Then  she  began  to  cry. 

Suddenly  the  window  opened.  In  came  a 
little  man.  He  had  black  eyes,  white  whiskers, 
and  a little  red  nose.  He  had  on  a long 
yellow  coat  and  a hat  with  a feather  in  it. 
“Why  are  you  crying?"  he  asked.  “What  is 
the  matter?" 

“I  must  spin  this  straw  into  gold  by 
tomorrow  morning,"  said  the  woodman’s 


The  little  man  asked,  “What  will  you  give 
me  if  I spin  it  for  you?” 

“I  will  give  you  my  silver  ring,”  she 
answered. 

The  little  man  took  the  ring.  He  sat  down 
at  the  spinning  wheel  and  began  to  spin. 

He  worked  all  night  until  all  the  straw  had 
been  made  into  gold.  Then  he  went  away. 

The  next  morning  the  king  came  into  the 
room.  When  he  saw  the  gold,  he  was  very 
surprised  and  very  pleased.  He  took  the  girl  to 
another  room  that  was  bigger  than  the  last. 

He  showed  her  more  straw  than  before.  He 
told  her  that  she  must  spin  it  into  gold  in 
one  night.  He  said  that  if  she  did  not,  she 
would  die.  The  king  left  the  room  and  shut 
the  door. 

The  poor  girl  sat  down  at  the  spinning 
wheel.  She  tried  and  tried,  but  she  could  not 
spin  the  straw  into  gold.  She  did  not  know 
what  to  do. 
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Suddenly  there  was  a knock  at  the  window. 
The  girl  looked  up.  She  saw  that  the  little 
man  was  back.  She  opened  the  window  and 
spoke  to  him.  “Little  man,”  she  said,  “1  have 
even  more  straw  than  before.  1 must  spin  it 
into  gold  by  tomorrow  morning.  Please  come 
in  and  help  me.” 

“What  will  you  give  me  if  1 do?”  asked  the 
little  man. 

“I  will  give  you  my  golden  ring,”  answered 
the  girl. 
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The  little  man  took  the  ring.  He  sat  down 
at  the  spinning  wheel  and  began  to  spin. 
When  morning  came,  all  the  straw  had  been 
made  into  gold. 

The  king  was  very  pleased  to  see  the  gold. 
At  once,  he  took  the  girl  to  another  room. 

This  room  was  bigger  than  the  last  one. 

There  was  even  more  straw  in  it. 

The  king  said,  “This  straw,  too,  you  must 
spin  into  gold  by  tomorrow  morning.  If  you 
do,  you  will  never  have  to  spin  again.  But  if 
you  do  not,  you  will  die." 

That  night  the  little  man  came  for  the 
third  time  and  asked,  “What  will  you  give  me 
if  I spin  this  straw  into  gold?" 

“You  have  my  silver  ring  and  my  golden 
ring.  I have  nothing  left  to  give  you,"  the 
poor  girl  answered  sadly. 

“Then  you  must  promise  me  your  first  child 
when  you  are  queen,"  said  the  little  man 
with  an  ugly  laugh. 
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The  woodman’s  daughter  was  afraid.  She 
said,  “If  I do  not  promise  what  you  ask,  I 
shall  die.  I promise  you  my  first  child,  if  I 
ever  become  queen.” 

The  little  man  sat  down  at  the  spinning 
wheel  and  began  to  work.  He  worked  until  all 
the  straw  had  been  made  into  gold. 

In  the  morning,  the  king  came  into  the 
room.  When  he  saw  all  the  gold,  he  was  very, 
very  pleased.  He  said  to  the  girl,  “Tomorrow 
we  shall  be  married.  You  will  be  my  queen. 
You  will  never  have  to  spin  again.” 

And  so  it  happened  that  the  woodman’s 
beautiful  daughter  became  queen.  Never  again 
did  the  king  ask  her  to  spin  straw  into  gold. 


Guess  My  Name 


The  king  and  the  queen  lived  happily  in 
the  palace.  After  a time  they  had  their 
first  child. 

The  queen  thought  no  more  about  the  little 
man  who  had  helped  her  spin  straw  into  gold. 
Then,  one  day,  he  came  into  her  room  and 
said,  “I  have  come  back.  Now  give  me  what 
you  promised.” 

“No!”  she  said.  “I  will  not  give  you  my 
child.” 

“I  kept  my  promise  to  you,”  said  the  little 
man.  “I  helped  you  spin  straw  into  gold.  Now 
you  must  keep  your  promise  to  me.” 

“Oh,  little  man!”  she  said.  “I  shall  give  you 
all  the  gold  in  the  palace,  if  you  let  me 
keep  my  child.” 

“Gold!”  said  the  little  man.  “I  do  not  want 
your  gold.  I have  all  the  gold  I need.” 
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The  queen  began  to  cry.  “Please,  please," 
she  said.  “Is  there  anything  I can  do  so  that 
I may  keep  my  child?" 

The  little  man  did  not  like  to  see  the 
queen  crying.  He  thought  for  a time,  and 
then  he  said,  “I  will  give  you  three  days.  If 
you  can  guess  my  name  in  that  time,  you  can 
keep  your  child.  I will  come  back  tomorrow." 

“I  will  try  to  guess  your  name,"  said  the 
queen. 


That  night  the  queen  did  not  sleep.  She 
thought  of  every  name  she  had  ever  heard. 

The  next  day  the  little  man  came  back  to 
the  palace.  The  queen  tried  to  guess  his 
name.  After  each  guess,  the  little  man  said, 
''No,  that  is  not  my  name." 

The  queen  told  him  all  the  names  she 
knew.  Then  she  said,  "If  you  will  come  back 
tomorrow.  I’ll  try  to  have  some  more 
names  for  you." 

"1  shall  come  back,"  said  the  little  man. 

After  the  little  man  had  left,  the  queen 
thought  and  thought.  She  could  not  think  of 
any  more  names.  She  asked  her  friends  to 
help  her.  They  told  her  all  the  names  they 
knew.  Each  friend  told  her  names  she  had 
never  heard  before. 

When  the  little  man  came  back  the  next 
day,  she  tried  again  to  guess  his  name. 

"Is  your  name  White  Whiskers?"  she  asked. 

"No,"  said  the  little  man.  "Try  again." 
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‘Then  it  must  be  Shine  of  Gold,”  she  said. 

“No,  no,”  said  the  little  man.  “Keep  on 
trying.” 

“Are  you  called  Feather  Shoes,  Spinning 
Straw,  Straw  Shoes,  Spinning  Feather, 

Wishing  Ring,  Silver  Ring?”  she  asked. 

“Stop,  stop,  stop!”  shouted  the  little  man. 
“My  name  is  nothing  like  that.  You  have  one 
more  day  to  think  of  it.  If  you  do  not  guess 
my  name  tomorrow,  I will  take  your  child.” 

The  poor  queen  did  not  know  what  to  do. 
Again  she  talked  to  each  of  her  friends.  Not 
one  of  them  knew  any  more  names. 

Then  the  queen  called  all  the  king’s  men  to 
the  palace.  She  asked  them  to  ride  through 
the  forest  to  see  if  anyone  could  tell  them 


The  men  went  off  into  the  forest  and  the 
queen  waited  for  them  all  that  day.  When 
they  came  back,  one  of  the  men  had  a 
story  to  tell. 

“As  I was  riding  through  the  forest,"  he 
said,  “I  saw  a little  man  with  black  eyes, 
white  whiskers,  and  a little  red  nose.  1 saw 
him  dance  up  and  down  around  a fire,  and 
I heard  him  sing, 

'Rumpelstiltskin,  little  and  old, 

Rumpelstiltskin,  spinning  gold. 

Can  she  guess  the  name  for  me? 

Rumpelstiltskin,  one,  two,  three.' " 

“Rumpelstiltskin!"  said  the  queen.  “That 
must  be  his  name." 

The  next  morning  the  little  man  came  to 
the  palace  again.  He  said  to  the  queen,  “This 
is  your  last  day  to  guess  my  name.  Are  you 
ready?" 

“Yes,"  said  the  queen.  “Is  your  name  Sky?" 
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''No,’’  said  the  little  man.  "Keep  on 
guessing.” 

"Is  it  Jack  Straw?”  she  asked. 

"No,”  said  the  little  man.  "I  knew  that  you 
could  not  guess  my  name.” 

"Perhaps  your  name  is  Rumpelstiltskin!” 
she  said. 

When  the  little  man  heard  his  name,  he 
shouted  and  cried.  He  jumped  up  and  down. 
Out  of  the  window, 

through  the  garden, 

over  the  meadow, 

and  into  the  forest 

went  Rumpelstiltskin. 

Far,  far  away  he  went.  He  was  never 
heard  of 


If  I Were  a Princess  | 

i ; . 


If  Fd  been  bom  a princess, 
Fd  wear  a silver  gown; 

Fd  wear  a golden  necklace 
And,  on  my  head,  a crown. 


But  I wasn’t  born  a princess. 
And  I wear  a yellow  dress 
Made  of  finest  cotton  — 

Which  is  just  as  nice,  I guess. 

ENRICHMENT 


Long  ago  there  was  a young  prince.  He 
lived  in  a beautiful  palace  with  his  mother, 
the  queen,  and  his  father,  the  king.  When 
the  prince  was  old  enough  to  get  married,  he 
began  to  look  for  a princess.  Now  there  were 
many  girls  who  looked  like  princesses.  There 
were  many  who  said  they  were  princesses. 

But  the  prince  could  never  be  sure  that  they 
were  real  princesses.  He  looked  and  he  looked, 
but  he  could  not  find  one  that  he  wanted 
to  marry. 

One  night  at  dinner,  the  prince  said  to  his 
mother  and  father,  "For  many  days  1 have 
been  looking  for  a real  princess.  I cannot  find 
one.  Will  you  help  me?" 
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she  asked 


“Of  course  we  will  help  you,”  said  the 
queen. 

“We  shall  call  all  the  princesses  to  the 
palace.  We  shall  soon  find  a real  princess  for 
you  to  marry,”  said  the  king. 

“We  will  make  sure  that  she  is  a real 
. princess,”  said  the  queen.  “We  will  find  out  if 
she  can  sing  and  dance  and  spin.” 

The  next  morning  twenty  beautiful 
princesses  were  called  to  the  palace.  The  king 
and  the  queen  and  the  prince  met  each  of 
them  in  the  garden. 

When  the  queen  talked  to  the  first  princess,  || 


“No,  I cannot  spin,”  answered  the  girl. 

“Then,”  said  the  queen,  “you  are  not  a real 
princess.” 

When  the  king  met  the  second  princess, 
he  said,  “Let  me  hear  you  sing.” 

“I  cannot  sing,”  said  the  second  princess. 

“Then  you  are  not  a real  princess,”  said 
the  king.  “You  cannot  marry  the  prince.” 

When  the  prince  met  the  third  princess, 
he  asked,  “Can  you  dance?” 

“No,”  she  answered,  “1  cannot  dance.” 

“All  real  princesses  can  dance,”  said  the 
prince.  “I  am  sure  that  you  are  not  a real 
princess.  I cannot  marry  you.” 


The  twenty  princesses  came  and  went.  The 
king  and  the  queen  and  the  prince  met  each 
of  them.  They  knew  that  not  one  of  them 
was  a real  princess. 

That  afternoon  twenty  more  princesses  came 
to  the  palace.  These  princesses  were  younger 
and  more  beautiful  than  the  first  ones.  The 
king  and  the  queen  and  the  prince  met  them 
all.  Not  one  of  them  was  a real  princess. 

The  prince  was  very  sad.  "I  shall  never 
find  a real  princess  to  marry,"  he  said. 

“Do  not  be  sad,"  said  the  queen. 

“Tomorrow,  twenty  more  princesses  will  come 
to  the  palace.  I am  sure  that  one  of  them 
will  be  a real  princess." 

But  the  next  morning  it  began  to  rain. 

When  the  prince  saw  the  rain,  he  said,  “No 
princesses  will  come  to  the  palace  today." 

“Not  in  all  this  rain,"  said  the  queen. 

“When  the  sun  shines  again,  we  may  find 
a real  princess,"  said  the  king. 
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All  that  day  it  rained  and  rained.  That 
night  after  dinner,  the  prince  heard  a knock 
at  the  door.  He  quickly  ran  to  open  it.  He 
was  surprised  to  see  a young  girl  waiting  at 
the  door.  The  water  ran  down  from  her 
golden  hair.  It  splashed  around  her  feet. 

"Come  in  out  of  the  rain,”  said  the  prince. 
"Who  are  you?” 

"I  am  a princess,”  answered  the  girl. 

The  prince  took  her  at  once  to  the  king 
and  the  queen. 
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‘'She  is  younger  and  more  beautiful  than 
the  others,"  whispered  the  king.  "She  looks 
like  a real  princess." 

"We  shall  see  about  that,"  thought  the 
queen.  Then  she  said  to  the  girl,  "We 
wish  to  hear  you  sing." 

The  princess  began  to  sing.  She  had  a 
beautiful  voice. 

"Will  you  dance  for  us?"  said  the  prince. 

"I  like  to  dance,"  the  princess  answered. 

"You  sing  and  dance  like  a real  princess," 
said  the  queen.  "Now,  tell  me,  can  you  spin?" 

"Of  course,"  said  the  princess.  She  sat  down 
at  the  spinning  wheel  and  began  to  spin. 

"At  last  I have  met  a real  princess,"  said 
the  prince.  "We  shall  be  married  at  once." 

"Wait!"  said  the  queen.  "We  must  be  sure 
that  she  is  a real  princess.  There  is  one  more 
thing  the  girl  must  do.  She  must  sleep  here 
tonight.  Tomorrow  I shall  know  if  she  is  a 
real  princess." 
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The  queen  called  for  twenty  mattresses. 
Under  the  twenty  mattresses  she  put  one  pea. 
Then  she  called  the  princess  into  the  bedroom. 

“Your  bed  is  ready  for  you,”  she  said. 

“You  may  sleep  here  tonight.” 

The  princess  went  to  bed.  She  shut  her 
eyes  and  tried  to  go  to  sleep.  She  put  her 
head  here.  She  put  her  head  there.  She 
moved  this  way  and  that,  but  she  could  not 
go  to  sleep  on  the  twenty  mattresses. 


In  the  morning,  the  king,  the  queen,  and 
the  prince  met  the  princess. 

“Did  you  sleep  well  on  your  twenty 
mattresses,  my  dear?”  asked  the  queen. 

“Oh,  no!”  said  the  princess.  “I  did  not  sleep 
at  all.  I am  sure  there  was  something  under 
the  mattresses.  This  morning  I am  black 
and  blue  all  over.” 

“You  are  a real  princess,”  said  the  king. 
“You  may  marry  the  prince.” 

The  prince  married  the  real  princess.  They 
lived  happily  ever  after  in  a beautiful  palace. 
And  that  is  the  story  of  the  princess  and 
the  pea. 


The  monkeys  swing  through  the  trees  by 
their  tails 

In  the  monkey-house  at  the  zoo. 

The  bears  walk  around  on  their  four 
big  feet  — 

That  is  all  they  have  to  do. 

The  kangaroos  jump  as  high  as  they  can 
As  over  the  ground  they  go. 

The  elephants  wave  their  long  grey  trunks 
They  are  big  and  steady  and  slow. 

If  I were  a bear  or  an  elephant, 

A monkey  or  kangaroo, 

People  would  come  to  look  at  me. 

If  I lived  at  the  zoo. 


ENRICHMENT 


Funny  Things  Happen  to  Annabel  Blue 

Annabel's  Animals 

Funny  things  are  always  happening  to 
Annabel  Blue.  Once,  at  the  zoo,  an  elephant 
took  her  hat  and  tried  to  put  it  on.  Once,  at 
the  circus,  she  met  a clown  who  took  her  for 
a ride  in  his  funny  old  car.  Once  a magician 
did  a magic  trick  with  her  mittens.  Out  of 
each  mitten  he  took  a rabbit.  Funny  things 
happen  to  Annabel  even  at  school. 

One  afternoon  Miss  Winters,  Annabel's 
teacher,  said  to  the  children,  "We  have  been 
reading  stories  about  animals.  We  have  been 
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talking  about  rabbits,  monkeys,  kangaroos,  and 
elephants.  Would  you  like  to  make  pictures 
of  some  animals?” 

“Yes,”  said  all  the  children. 

“May  we  cut  them  out  of  paper  and  put 
them  around  the  room?”  asked  Ginger. 

“Then  we  would  have  a classroom  zoo,” 
said  Annabel. 

“That’s  a good  plan.  Each  of  you  may  make 
two  animals  for  the  zoo,”  said  the  teacher. 
“The  paper  is  on  the  back  table.  The  paste 
is  here  at  the  front  of  the  room.” 

The  children  thought  it  would  be  fun  to 
make  paper  animals.  They  all  began  to  work. 

Billy  cut  out  a rabbit  and  a monkey. 

“My  monkey  looks  just  like  the  one  in  the  pet 
shop,”  he  said  to  Ginger.  “What  are  you 
making?” 

Ginger  showed  Billy  her  elephant.  “I  saw 
an  elephant  like  this  one  in  the  circus,” 
she  said. 
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Ginger  and  Billy  went  to  see  what  Annabel 
was  doing. 

"May  we  see  your  animals?”  Billy  asked. 

"They  are  not  finished,”  said  Annabel. 

"Fm  making  a kangaroo  and  an  elephant.  I 
want  these  animals  to  have  heads  that  move. 
They  will  be  ready  soon.  Fm  hurrying.” 

Annabel  picked  up  her  paper  elephant  and 
her  paper  kangaroo.  She  made  a cut  here  and 
a cut  there.  She  was  trying  to  finish  her 
animals  in  a hurry.  Suddenly  she  saw  that, 
somehow,  she  had  cut  off  their  heads.  Quickly 
Annabel  put  a little  paste  here  and  a little 
paste  there.  Then  she  looked  at  her  work. 
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Something  funny  had  happened.  The 
kangaroo’s  head  was  pasted  on  the  elephant. 
The  elephant’s  head  was  pasted  on  the 
kangaroo.  Annabel  began  to  laugh. 

When  Billy  saw  what  Annabel  had  done,  he 
began  to  laugh,  too.  “Miss  Winters,”  he  said, 
“you  should  see  Annabel’s  animals.” 

“Bring  them  to  the  front  of  the  room, 
Annabel,”  said  the  teacher.  “Then  we  may  all 
see  them.” 

The  other  children  stopped  work.  They 
looked  at  Annabel’s  animals. 

“Oh,  Annabel,”  said  one  of  the  children, 
“what  funny  animals  you  have  made.” 


“I  was  making  them  in  a hurry,”  said 
Annabel,  “and  this  is  what  happened.” 

“These  are  animals  we  have  never  seen 
before,”  said  Miss  Winters.  “Have  you  names 
for  them?” 

“Yes,”  said  Annabel.  “1  have  funny  names 
for  them.  This  one  is  an  elephoo,  and  that 
one  is  a kangarant.” 

“May  we  do  what  Annabel  has  done?  May 
we  make  our  animals  funny?”  asked  Ginger. 

“Yes,  you  may,”  said  the  teacher. 

“When  our  classroom  zoo  is  finished,  it  will 
make  everyone  laugh,”  said  Annabel. 

And  so  it  did. 


Surprise  Seeds 


Funny  things  are  always  happening  to 
Annabel  Blue.  They  happen  even  when  she 
helps  her  mother. 

Now  Mrs.  Blue  likes  to  grow  flowers.  She 
grows  them  in  a garden  at  the  front  of  the 
house.  She  grows  them  in  a garden  at  the 
back  of  the  house.  Outside,  on  all  the 
windows,  she  has  window-boxes  of  flowers. 
Inside,  in  every  room,  she  has  pots  of  flowers. 

One  spring  day  Mrs.  Blue  and  Annabel 
went  to  the  store  to  buy  some  seeds.  In  the 
store  they  saw  many  boxes  of  seeds. 

Mrs.  Blue  picked  up  one  of  the  boxes  and 
looked  at  the  picture.  “I  would  like  to  plant 
these  flowers  in  our  front  garden,”  she  said. 
"Ill  buy  this  box.” 

"Look  at  this  picture,”  said  Annabel.  "These 
flowers  would  look  pretty  in  our  window-boxes. 
Let’s  buy  some  of  these  seeds.” 
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The  man  who  worked  in  the  store  showed 
them  other  seeds.  “Have  you  ever  thought  of 
growing  vegetables  in  your  back  garden?" 
he  asked. 

“Vegetables?"  said  Mrs.  Blue.  “Oh,  no.  I 
grow  nothing  but  flowers." 

Then  Annabel  saw  some  boxes  that  had 
no  pictures.  She  picked  up  a box  and  looked 
at  it.  The  words  on  the  box  said 

^ SURPRISE  SEEDS 


Plant  these  seeds  in  your  garden 
and  water  thenn.  You  will  be  surprised 
at  what  happens. 


'1  know  what  111  do,"  Annabel  said  to 
herself.  “HI  come  back  to  the  store  tomorrow 
by  myself.  Ill  buy  a box  of  Surprise  Seeds 
and  plant  them  without  telling  Mother.  Ill 
help  Mother  with  her  garden." 

When  Mrs.  Blue  had  bought  her  seeds,  she 
said  to  Annabel,  “Let’s  go  home  now.  I want 
to  plant  these  seeds  this  afternoon.  I think  we 
are  going  to  have  the  best  garden  ever." 

“I  think  so,  too,"  said  Annabel.  “Ill  help 
you  plant  the  seeds." 

The  next  day,  when  her  mother  was  at 
the  library,  Annabel  went  back  to  the  store. 
She  bought  a box  of  Surprise  Seeds.  She  took 
them  home  and  planted  them  as  quickly  as 
she  could.  She  put  some  seeds  in  the  front 
garden,  some  in  the  back  garden,  some  in 
the  window-boxes,  and  some  in  the  pots  inside 
the  house.  She  thought,  “Mother  will  be 
pleased  when  these  seeds  grow  into  beautiful 
flowers." 
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All  spring  Mrs.  Blue  worked  in  her  garden. 
At  times  she  wondered  about  some  of  the 
plants  that  were  coming  up.  She  said  to 
herself,  "Some  of  these  don’t  look  like  the 
flowers  I planted.” 

When  summer  came,  Annabel  went  to  visit 
her  grandmother.  Her  mother  and  father 
went  with  her.  As  they  were  going  away, 

Mrs.  Blue  said,  "By  the  time  we  come  back, 
the  garden  will  be  full  of  flowers.” 
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The  Blues  were  away  all  summer.  When 
their  visit  was  over,  Annabel  said,  “1  think 
that  there  will  be  a beautiful  surprise  waiting 
for  us  when  we  get  home.” 

When  the  Blues  got  home,  there  was  a 
very  funny  surprise  waiting  for  them. 
Vegetables  were  growing  all  over  the  front 
garden. 

''Mother,  Father,  look!”  cried  Annabel. 
"There  are  pumpkins  growing  in  the 
window-boxes.” 

"Oh,  dear,”  said  Mrs.  Blue.  "There  are 
pumpkins  and  peas  in  the  flower  beds.” 

"There  are  peas  and  carrots  growing  in  the 
flower  pots,”  said  Mr.  Blue.  "I  wonder  what 
has  happened.” 

"Fm  sure  that  1 planted  nothing  but  flower 
seeds,”  said  Mrs.  Blue,  "and  now  there  are 
vegetables  everywhere.” 

"So  that’s  what  the  Surprise  Seeds  were,” 
said  Annabel. 
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“Surprise  seeds!"  said  Mrs.  Blue.  “What 
surprise  seeds?" 

Annabel  answered,  “At  the  store  where  you 
bought  the  flower  seeds,  I bought  a box  of 
Surprise  Seeds.  1 planted  them  as  a surprise 
for  you.  I was  sure  they  would  grow  into 
beautiful  flowers.  1 was  just  trying  to  help." 

Annabel  looked  sad,  but  her  mother  laughed. 
“Don’t  be  sad,"  she  said.  “Think  of  all  the 
vegetables  well  have  to  eat." 

Mr.  Blue  laughed.  “Funny  things  are  always 
happening  to  our  Annabel,"  he  said. 


One  Saturday  morning  Ginger  said  to 
Annabel,  “Let’s  play  house.  I’ll  be  Mrs.  Wood 
and  you  can  be  Mrs.  Day.  I’ll  come  and 
visit  you.” 

“I  don’t  want  to  play  house;”  said  Annabel. 
“We  always  play  that,  and  nothing  ever 
happens.  Let’s  play  Indians.  We  can  make  a 
tepee  down  by  the  river  and  stay  there 
all  day.” 

“How  can  we  make  a tepee?”  asked  Ginger. 

“We  can  make  it  with  some  sticks  and  an 
old  blanket,”  answered  Annabel. 


Little  Indians 
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"I  have  a blanket  we  can  use"  said  Ginger. 
"It’s  the  one  my  dog  sleeps  on." 

"I  guess  we  can  find  some  big  sticks," 
said  Annabel. 

Ginger  went  into  her  house  and  got  the 
blanket.  Then  the  two  girls  went  down 
to  the  river. 

"Here  is  a good  place  for  the  tepee," 
said  Annabel.  "We  can  build  it  on  the  sand 
beside  this  big  log." 

Just  then  the  girls  heard  something  inside 
the  log.  Buzz,  buzz,  buzz!  Suddenly,  bees 
began  to  come  out  of  the  log.  They  buzzed 
around  the  girls. 

"We  can’t  stay  here,"  cried  Ginger.  "Run!" 

The  two  girls  ran  away  as  quickly  as 
they  could. 

"I’m  afraid  of  bees,"  said  Annabel.  "I’m 
glad  they  didn’t  come  after  us." 

"We’ll  look  for  another  place  to  play," 
said  Ginger. 
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The  girls  walked  along  beside  the  river  until 
they  saw  another  place  for  the  tepee. 

“Here  are  three  big  sticks  we  can  use," 
said  Ginger.  “They  are  just  what  we  need." 

The  girls  made  a tepee  with  the  sticks  and 
the  blanket.  They  both  went  inside  and  sat 
down. 

“Making  a tepee  is  more  fun  than  playing 
house,"  said  Annabel. 

“I  like  playing  Indians,"  said  Ginger. 

“It  would  be  fun  to  stay  here  all  night," 
said  Annabel. 

“I  would  be  afraid  to  do  that,"  said  Ginger. 
“Perhaps  a bear  would  come  along." 
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‘1  don’t  think  that  there  are  any  bears 
around  here,"  said  Annabel. 

Suddenly  the  girls  heard  something  outside 
the  tepee.  Sniff,  sniff,  sniff  it  went. 

“What  was  that?"  whispered  Annabel. 

“It’s  an  animal,  sniffing  around  our  tepee," 
answered  Ginger.  “Maybe  it’s  a bear." 

“Do  you  think  we  should  go  out  and  see 
what  it  is?"  asked  Annabel. 

“No,"  whispered  Ginger.  “We  should  stay 
inside.  Maybe  the  bear  will  go  away." 

Suddenly  the  animal  took  hold  of  the 
blanket  and  began  to  pull. 


Down  came  the  tepee.  The  girls  jumped  out 
from  under  the  blanket.  A big  black  dog 
was  pulling  at  it. 
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“It's  not  a bear,"  cried  Ginger.  “It’s  my  dog, 
Prince.  He  wants  his  blanket." 

Both  girls  tried  to  pull  the  blanket  away 
from  Prince.  He  would  not  let  them  have  it. 
He  took  it,  and  away  he  ran. 

“Now  we  can’t  use  Prince’s  blanket,"  said 
Ginger.  “I  guess  we’ll  have  to  play  Indians 
without  a tepee." 

Just  then  it  began  to  rain. 

“Now  we  can’t  play  Indians.  Let’s  go  home 
and  play  house,"  said  Annabel. 
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Whenever 

Funny  things  happen  to  Annabel  Blue 
Whenever  she  stays  in  the  house. 

She  once  heard  a noise 
In  her  big  box  of  toys, 

And  there  was  a little  grey  mouse. 
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Funny  things  happen  to  Annabel  Blue 
Whenever  she  goes  out  to  play. 

She  once  played  a game 
With  a bird  that  was  tame, 

And  he  now  sings  to  her  every  day. 


Funny  things  happen  to  Annabel  Blue 
Whenever  she  walks  down  the  street. 
She  once  met  a man 
Who  quickly  began 
To  pop  her  some 


Funny  things  happen  to  Annabel  Blue 
Whenever  she  goes  to  the  store. 

She  once  bought  a box 
Of  green  building  blocks, 

And  she  dropped  them  all  over  the  floor 


ENRICHMENT 


A Little  Too  Early 


One  day  Miss  Winters  and  the  class  were 
talking  about  what  foods  children  should  eat 
for  breakfast. 

“Good  food  makes  you  grow,”  said  Ginger. 

“We  should  eat  a good  breakfast  every 
morning,”  said  Billy. 

Then  Annabel  said,  “Could  we  eat  breakfast 
at  school  some  morning.  Miss  Winters?” 

“How  many  of  you  would  like  to  do  that?” 
asked  the  teacher. 

The  children  all  put  up  their  hands. 

“We  would  like  having  breakfast  at  school. 
Do  you  think  Mr.  Garden  would  let  us?” 
asked  Billy. 

“Well  have  to  ask  him,”  said  Miss 
Winters.  “Will  you  do  that  for  us,  Billy?” 

Billy  went  to  see  Mr.  Garden.  When  he 
came  back,  he  told  the  children  what  Mr. 
Garden  had  said.  The  children  were  glad  to 
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know  that  they  could  have  breakfast  at  school. 
Miss  Winters  helped  them  make  their  plans. 

When  Annabel  got  home,  she  told  her 
mother  what  the  class  was  going  to  do.  She 
told  her  what  she  would  have  to  take  for 
breakfast  at  school. 

The  next  morning  Annabel  got  up  before 
seven  o’clock.  She  did  not  eat  any  breakfast. 

"Here  is  the  food  that  you  are  to  take  to 
school,"  said  Mrs.  Blue.  She  put  some  eggs 
and  bread  into  a bag. 

As  Annabel  was  going  out  the  door,  her 
mother  called,  "Are  you  sure  this  is  the  day 
you  are  having  breakfast  at  school?" 

"Yes,  Mother,"  said  Annabel. 


Mrs.  Blue  looked  up  at  the  clock.  “Hurry, 
then,”  she  said.  “You  don’t  want  to  be  late.” 

Annabel  went  hurrying  down  the  street.  She 
did  not  see  any  other  children  going  to  school. 

Not  far  from  the  school  she  met  her  friend, 
the  milkman.  He  called  to  her,  “Hello, 

Annabel.  You  are  on  your  way  to  school  very 
early  this  morning.” 

“Yes,”  said  Annabel.  “Today  we  are  having 
breakfast  at  school.” 

“Breakfast  at  school!”  said  the  friendly 
milkman.  “Why  are  you  doing  that?” 

“Miss  Winters  wants  everyone  in  the  class 
to  know  what  to  eat  for  a good  breakfast,” 
answered  Annabel.  “We  are  all  bringing  food. 

I have  some  eggs  and  bread  in  this  bag.” 

“When  I was  a little  boy,  I always  took  my 
lunch  to  school.  I never  had  breakfast  there,” 
said  the  milkman. 

Annabel  went  on  her  way.  She  did  not 
want  to  be  late.  When  she  got  to  school. 
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she  went  to  her  classroom.  There  were  no 
other  children  in  the  room.  Annabel  looked  up 
at  the  clock.  “Fm  on  time,"  she  said  to 
herself.  “1  wonder  where  the  other  children 


are. 

Annabel  waited  and  waited.  For  a long  time 
no  one  came.  At  last  Mr.  Garden  walked 
into  the  room.  He  was  surprised  to  see 
Annabel.  He  looked  at  his  watch.  “What  are 
you  doing  here  so  early?"  he  asked  her. 

“We  are  having  breakfast  at  school  today," 
said  Annabel.  “Fm  the  first  one  here.  I guess 
Fm  a little  early." 

“I  guess  you  are,"  laughed  Mr.  Garden. 

“You  are  one  day  early.  Miss  Winters  told  me 
that  your  class  is  having  breakfast  at  school 
tomorrow." 
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‘Tomorrow!”  said  Annabel.  “But  I have  my 
things  for  breakfast  with  me  today.  I have 
some  bread  and  eggs  in  this  bag.” 

“I  know  what  we  can  do,”  said  Mr.  Garden 
in  a friendly  voice.  “Come  with  me.” 

Mr.  Garden  and  Annabel  went  down  to  the 
teachers’  room  together.  There  Mr.  Garden 
made  breakfast  for  Annabel.  When  she  had 
finished  eating,  Annabel  went  to  her 
classroom.  She  told  the  other  children  what 
had  happened. 

“Oh,  Annabel,”  said  one  of  her  friends, 
“funny  things  always  happen  to  you.” 


AnnabeFs  Cowboy  Show 


“You  look  sleepy,"  said  Mrs.  Blue  to 
Annabel.  “I  think  it’s  time  for  you  to  go 
to  bed." 

“Oh,  Mother,  I’m  not  sleepy.  It’s  too  early 
to  go  to  bed,"  said  Annabel.  “There  is  a 
cowboy  show  on  television  and  I want  to 
watch  it.  The  show  will  be  finished  by 
nine  o’clock." 

“That’s  very  late  for  you  to  be  going  to 
bed,"  said  Mrs.  Blue. 

“But,  Mother,"  said  Annabel,  “this  is  the 
best  show  on  television.  It’s  the  story  of 
Cowboy  Bill,  who  lives  on  a big  ranch.  He  has 
a beautiful  white  horse  named  King.  There 
is  always  something  happening  at  Cowboy 
Bill’s  ranch.  Please,  may  I stay  up?" 

“Tomorrow  is  Saturday.  I guess  you  may 
stay  up  and  watch  television  this  time," 
said  Mrs.  Blue. 
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When  the  television  show  began,  a man  said, 
“Hello,  girls  and  boys.  Cowboy  Bill  will  be 
with  you  soon.  First,  I would  like  to  tell  you 
about  Crunch-Munch  Bread.  This  is  the  bread 
that  makes  you  grow.  Eat  Crunch-Munch 
Bread  for  breakfast,  lunch,  and  dinner.  And 
now,  boys  and  girls,  here  is  Cowboy  Bill.’’ 

“Hello  there,  my  friends,”  said  Cowboy  Bill. 
“I’m  sure  you  are  going  to  like  tonight’s  show. 
It’s  about  a little  girl  who  came  to  visit  our 
ranch  last  summer.” 

“I  wonder  what  will  happen,”  said  Annabel 
to  herself.  She  sat  back  in  the  big  chair. 

“I  am  sleepy,”  she  thought.  She  tried  to  keep 
her  eyes  open. 
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Before  Annabel  knew  what  was  happening, 
she  was  at  the  ranch.  Cowboy  Bill  and  his 
horse,  King,  were  beside  her. 

"Hello,  Annabel  Blue,"  said  Cowboy  Bill. 
"Fm  glad  you  could  come  to  visit  us  at 
Friendly  Ranch.  Would  you  like  to  come  with 
me  for  a ride  on  King?" 

"Could  I?"  asked  Annabel. 

Cowboy  Bill  helped  her  up  on  the  horse. 
They  rode  around  the  ranch.  Bill  showed 
Annabel  where  he  kept  his  horses. 


Annabel  saw  that  one  little  horse  had  a 
white  star  on  his  face.  "If  I had  that  horse,  I 
would  name  him  White  Star."  she  said. 


‘1  don’t  know  how  to  ride,”  answered 
Annabel,  "but  I wish  I could.” 

Cowboy  Bill  helped  Annabel  get  up  on 
White  Star.  Then  he  got  up  on  King  again. 
Together  the  cowboy  and  the  little  girl  rode 
around  the  ranch.  Annabel  was  very  surprised 
to  find  out  that  she  could  ride. 

"You  don’t  need  any  more  help  from  me,” 
said  Bill.  "You  ride  very  well.  I’m  going  to  do 
some  work.  You  may  ride  White  Star 
anywhere  you  please.” 

Annabel  rode  and  rode.  She  had  always 
wanted  to  ride  a horse,  and  now  she  was 
doing  it. 

Suddenly  Annabel  heard  a voice  saying, 
"Now,  girls  and  boys,  it’s  time  to  leave 
Friendly  Ranch.  Cowboy  Bill  will  be  back  next 
Friday  night.” 

Annabel  opened  her  eyes.  She  saw  the  man 
on  television  holding  some  Crunch-Munch 
bread.  She  heard  him  say,  "Buy  Crunch-Munch 
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Bread.  Eat  it  for  breakfast,  lunch,  and 
dinner.” 

‘'Oh,  dear,”  said  Annabel  to  herself.  "The 
show  must  be  over.” 

Just  then  Mrs.  Blue  came  into  the  room. 

She  looked  at  Annabel.  "I  think  you  have 
been  sleeping,”  she  said.  “Did  you  miss 
the  show?” 

“Yes,”  answered  Annabel.  “I  missed  the 
television  show,  but  1 had  a show  of  my  own. 
Funny  things  are  always  happening  to  me.” 


My  Best  Friend 


My  best  friend 

Is  a big  brown  bear. 

He  goes  with  me 
Anywhere. 

He  can  talk, 

And  he  can  sing. 

He  can  do 
Anything. 

Together  we 

Have  lots  of  fun. 

I like  him  more  than 
Anyone. 

ENRICHMENT 


Googie  and  His  Friends 

A House  for  Googie 

Googie  was  a little  meadow  mouse  who 
liked  to  sing  and  dance  and  play.  He  didn’t 
like  to  work.  He  didn’t  even  like  to  think 
about  work.  Whenever  there  was  work  to  do, 
Googie  thought  of  a game  to  play  or  a song 
to  sing. 

One  day,  when  he  should  have  been  getting 
ready  for  winter,  Googie  was  dancing  around 
a big  apple  tree  singing  a song. 

‘7  am  a meadow  mouse. 

Happy  little  meadow  mouse. 

I am  a meadow  mouse. 

Happy  am 
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All  at  once  Google  heard  something  behind 
him.  He  stopped  singing  and  dancing,  and 
looked  around.  The  last  red  apple  had  dropped 
from  the  tree. 

“Good!”  he  said  to  himself.  “This  is  just 
what  I want.  Fve  been  wishing  that  apple 
would  fall.  Now  I can  play  Jump-the-apple 
all  afternoon.  Then  I can  eat  the  apple 
for  dinner.” 

Googie  began  to  play  his  game.  He  took 
a long  run.  Then  he  took  a big  hop  and  a 
jump.  Over  the  apple  he  went. 

“This  is  a good  game,”  said  Googie,  “but  it 
would  be  more  fun  if  I had  someone  to 
play  with.” 

Just  then  Googie  heard  a voice.  Someone 
was  singing  a song. 

“Hop  and  stop,  hop  and  stop. 

First  I hop,  and  then  I stop." 

“That  must  be  my  friend  Froggy  Frog,” 
thought  Googie.  “Maybe  hell  play  with  me.” 
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Down  the  path,  hopping  and  stopping 
and  singing  to  himself,  came  Froggy  Frog. 

‘'Hello,  Froggy  Frog,"  called  the  meadow 
mouse.  “Will  you  play  a game  with  me?" 

“No,  thank  you,"  answered  Froggy.  “I  cant 
play  with  you  today.  I’m  too  busy.  I must  find 
a place  to  stay,  because  winter  is  coming." 

“Why  can’t  you  wait  until  tomorrow  or 
the  next  day  to  find  a place  to  stay?"  asked 
Googie.  “Today  is  the  day  to  play 
Jump-the-apple." 

“Today  is  the  day  to  find  a house  for  the 
winter,"  said  the  frog.  “Tomorrow  will  be  too 
late,  because  it’s  going  to  snow.  Grandfather 
Elf  just  told  me  so." 

Down  the  path  went  Froggy  Frog,  hopping 
and  stopping  and  singing  his  song. 

“Hop  and  stop,  hop  and  stop. 

First  I hop,  and  then  I stop." 

Soon  Mrs.  Rabbit  came  along.  Four  little 
rabbits  were  hopping  along  behind  her. 
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“Mrs.  Rabbit,”  called  Googie,  “will  you  play 
with  me?  I know  a game  that  you’ll  like.” 


“Oh,  Googie,”  said  Mrs.  Rabbit,  “you 
surprised  me.  I didn’t  see  you  because  1 was 
so  busy  looking  for  my  glasses.” 

“Your  glasses!”  cried  Googie.  “You  have 
them  on.  You  must  have  put  them  up  on 
your  ears.” 

“I’m  always  doing  that,”  said  Mrs.  Rabbit  as 
she  pulled  her  glasses  down  over  her  nose. 

“Now  can  you  play  with  me?”  asked 
the  mouse. 

“I’d  like  to,  Googie,”  answered  Mrs.  Rabbit, 
“but  I must  hurry  home.  I must  tell  Mr. 
Rabbit  that  I have  my  glasses,  or  he’ll  keep 
looking  for  them  all  day.” 
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Away  across  the  meadow  went  Mrs.  Rabbit, 
with  the  four  little  rabbits  hopping  along 
behind  her. 

Googie  sat  down  on  an  old  log  and  began 
to  cry.  He  was  very  sad  because  no  one 
would  play  with  him. 

Just  then,  out  of  the  log  came  Woody 
Worm.  “Stop!  Stop  that  crying!”  he  shouted. 
“I’d  like  to  get  to  sleep.”  Woody  Worm  went 
back  into  the  log. 

Googie  kept  on  crying.  The  worm  came  out 
a second  time.  “Googie  Mouse,”  he  said, 

“please  stop  that  crying  at  once.  I must  get  to 
sleep  because  winter  is  coming.  It’s  long 
after  my  bedtime.” 

“Don’t  go  to  sleep.  Woody,”  said  Googie. 
“Come  out  and  play  with  me.  It’s  more  fun 
to  play  games  than  to  sleep.” 

“I  don’t  want  to  play  games,”  said  the 
worm,  “and,  besides.  I’m  too  sleepy. 

Good  night.” 
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“Oh,  dear,"  said  Googie  to  himself.  “No  one 
wants  to  play  with  me.  Everyone  is  too  busy, 
ril  go  to  see  Grandfather  Elf.  Maybe  hell 
have  time  for  me." 

Googie  walked  down  the  path,  singing  a 
sad  little  song. 

“I  am  a meadow  mouse, 

Sad,  sad  meadow  mouse. 

I am  a meadow  mouse. 

Sad,  sad  am  /." 

When  the  mouse  got  to  Grandfather  ElEs 
house,  he  knocked  on  the  door.  The  friendly 
old  elf  opened  it.  Googie  said  to  him, 
“Grandfather  Elf,  will  you  come  and  play 
Jump-the-apple?" 


“Play  Jump-the-apple!"  said  Grandfather  Elf 
with  a laugh.  “Fm  too  old  for  that  game  or 
any  other  game.  I can’t  jump  over  an  apple. 
Even  if  I could  jump  the  apple,  I could  not 
take  the  time  today.  I must  finish  making  my 
new  mittens.  Are  you  ready  for  winter, 

Googie?  Have  you  a place  to  live?" 

“No,"  answered  Googie  in  a small  voice, 

“I  have  been  too  busy  playing  to  look  for 
a house." 

“Tomorrow  it’s  going  to  snow.  You  must 
find  a house  today,"  said  Grandfather  Elf. 

“I  know  the  very  place  for  you.  Come  along 
with  me." 

The  old  elf  took  Googie  across  the  fields 
and  into  the  barn.  There  he  showed  him  a 
big  pumpkin.  The  pumpkin  had  four  holes, 
three  for  windows  and  one  for  a door. 

“What  a beautiful  house!"  said  Googie.  He 
hopped  into  the  pumpkin  and  looked  around. 
He  put  his  head  out  of  a window  and  said. 
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‘This  is  just  the  house  for  me.  It  has  a door 
and  three  windows.  It  has  everything  a 
meadow  mouse  could  want.” 


“Well,  Googie,”  said  Grandfather  Elf,  “I 
must  get  back  to  work  now.  I’m  going  to 
need  those  mittens  tomorrow.” 

“Good-bye,  Grandfather  Elf,”  said  Googie. 
“Thank  you  for  finding  a house  for  me.” 

The  meadow  mouse  looked  around  his  new 
house  and  began  to  sing  a happy  song. 

“/  am  a meadow  mouse, 

Happy  little  meadow  mouse. 

1 have  a pumpkin  house. 

Happy  am  /.” 
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On  the  First  Snowy  Day 


The  next  afternoon,  Googie  heard  someone 
knocking  on  the  door  of  his  pumpkin  house. 
“Who  is  it?”  he  called. 

“It’s  Buster  Bird,”  came  the  answer.  “Come 
on  outside  and  see  what  has  happened.” 

“Ill  hurry.  Ill  come  as  fast  as  I can,”  said 
Googie.  “I  just  have  to  put  on  my  hat 
and  coat.” 

“Put  on  your  mittens,  too,”  said  Buster. 
“Youll  need  them.” 

Googie  came  out  of  the  house.  He  didn’t 
shut  the  door  behind  him. 
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The  two  friends  hurried  over  to  the  barn 
door  and  looked  out.  The  fields  were  covered 
with  snow. 

‘'Let’s  play  in  the  snow!”  said  Googie. 

“We  can  make  a snowman,”  said  Buster. 

“That  would  take  too  long,”  said  Googie.  “I 
think  that  we  should  make  a snow  mouse. 

We  can  use  a carrot  for  its  nose.  1 know 
where  to  get  one.” 

“Ill  get  some  straw  for  its  hat,”  said  Buster 
Bird. 

After  Buster  and  Googie  had  finished 
making  their  snow  mouse,  they  went  back  to 
the  barn.  When  they  came  to  the  pumpkin 
house,  they  were  very  surprised.  The  door  was 
shut,  and  they  could  not  open  it. 

“There  must  be  someone  in  your  house,” 
said  Buster. 

“I  wonder  who  it  can  be,”  said  Googie. 

“Ill  find  out,”  said  Buster.  He  knocked  on 
the  door  and  called  out,  “Who  is  in  there?” 
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“Grrr,"  said  a voice  from  inside  the  house. 
“It's  a big  black  bear.  Go  away.  I want  to 
sleep." 

Googie  was  afraid.  He  wanted  to  run  away. 
“Don’t  be  afraid,"  said  Buster  Bird.  “It  can’t 
be  a bear.  Your  house  is  too  small  for 
a bear." 

Once  again  Buster  knocked  on  the  door. 
“Who  is  in  the  pumpkin  house?"  he  asked. 

“Grrr,"  said  the  voice.  “It’s  a big  red  fox. 

Go  away!" 

Googie  was  more  afraid  than  ever.  “Buster, 
let’s  get  out  of  here,"  he  said. 


“We  re  not  leaving,"  said  Buster  Bird. 

“Were  staying  here.  This  is  your  house  and 
you  re  going  to  keep  it.  Someone  is  trying  to 
scare  you  away.  I think  I know  who  it  is." 

Buster  looked  in  the  window.  “Just  as  I 
thought,"  he  said.  “It’s  Barny,  the  barn  mouse, 
and  he’s  sitting  in  your  chair." 

“Yes,"  said  Barny,  “and  I am  going  to  stay 
here  as  long  as  I want  to." 

“We  shall  see  about  that,"  said  the  bird. 
“You  stay  here,  Googie.  I’ll  be  back." 

Away  he  flew. 

In  no  time  at  all,  Buster  Bird  flew  back.  He 
had  a little  owl  with  him. 

“Hoot,  hoot,"  said  the  owl. 

“Hello,  Little  Hoot,"  said  Googie  Mouse. 

“Hoot,"  said  the  owl  as  he  flew  around  the 
pumpkin  house.  He  looked  in  a window. 

“Hoot,  hoot,  hoot,"  he  said. 

Barny  just  laughed.  “You  can’t  scare  me. 
Little  Hoot,"  he  said. 
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Buster  Bird  whispered  something  to  Little 
Hoot.  Away  the  owl  flew.  In  a little  while  he 
came  back  with  a white  paper  bag  over  his 
head.  The  bag  had  two  holes  cut  out  of  it  for 
eyes. 

Little  Hoot  flew  around  the  pumpkin  house 
again.  “Hoot,  hoot,"  he  said.  He  looked  in 
the  window.  This  time  he  did  scare  Barny. 

“Help!  What  is  that?"  cried  Barny.  He 
jumped  out  of  Googie's  chair.  He  hurried  out 
of  the  pumpkin  house  as  fast  as  he  could. 

“Thank  you,  Buster  Bird.  Thank  you. 

Little  Hoot,"  said  Googie.  “Now  I can  stay  in 
my  pumpkin  house  all  winter  long." 


Something  New  For  Spring 

When  spring  came,  Mrs.  Rabbit  put  on  her 
new  brown  coat.  She  hurried  across  the  fields 
and  down  to  the  pond  to  see  how  she  looked. 
She  had  a big  surprise  when  she  looked 
into  the  water.  "Oh,  my!”  she  said.  "What  has 
happened?  My  coat  does  not  look  brown.  It 
looks  green.  I have  two  great  big  eyes  and 
no  ears  at  all.” 

Mrs.  Rabbit  opened  her  bag  and  took  out 
her  glasses.  She  said  to  herself,  "If  I put 
these  on.  I’ll  be  able  to  see  what  has 
happened  to  me.”  She  looked  into  the  water 
again  and  began  to  laugh. 
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‘"Oh,"  said  Mrs.  Rabbit,  “I  didn’t  see  myself 
in  the  water  after  all.  It  was  Froggy  Frog 
I saw.” 

Froggy  put  his  head  out  of  the  water. 

“Hello,  Mrs.  Rabbit,”  he  said.  “What  are  you 
doing  here?” 

“I  came  to  the  pond  to  look  at  myself,”  she 
answered.  “I  wanted  to  see  how  I looked 
in  my  new  spring  coat.  Do  you  have  anything 
new  for  spring?” 

“I’m  making  up  a new  song,”  said  Froggy. 
“It’s  all  about  spring.” 

“I’d  like  to  hear  it,”  said  Mrs.  Rabbit. 

She  sat  down  on  a big  stone  near  the  pond. 
With  a splash.  Froggy  jumped  out  of  the 
water  and  sat  down  near  her.  He  began 
to  sing. 

"Hop  and  stop,  hop  and  stop. 

First  I hop,  and  then  I stop." 

“That’s  a very  good  song,”  said  Mrs.  Rabbit, 
“but  it’s  all  about  hopping  and  stopping. 
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It’s  not  a new  song.  Fve  heard  it  before. 

It’s  the  song  you  were  singing  last  summer.” 

“So  it  is,”  said  the  frog.  “I’ll  try  again.” 
Froggy  began  to  sing  once  more. 

like  to  sit  near  the  water 
All  day  long. 

1 like  to  sit  near  the  water 
And  sing  a song.'' 


“That’s  a very  good  song,”  said  Mrs.  Rabbit, 
“but  it  does  not  have  anything  to  do  with 
spring.” 


F/i- 


“It  does/’  said  Froggy,  “but  you  didn’t  give 
me  time  to  finish  it.  There’s  more  to  the  song 
than  that.”  Froggy  went  on  singing. 

“I  like  to  sit  near  the  water. 

I like  to  sit  in  the  sun. 

1 like  to  sing  in  the  springtime. 

Spring  is  the  time  for  fun." 

“That’s  much  better,”  said  the  rabbit. 

“Now  you  have  a new  spring  song,  and  I 
have  a new  spring  coat.  Everyone  should  have 
something  new  for  spring.” 

“I’m  going  to  visit  Googie  now,”  said  the 
frog.  “I’m  going  to  sing  my  new  spring  song 
for  him.” 

Mrs.  Rabbit  took  another  look  in  the  pond. 
“Oh,  my,”  she  said,  “this  spring  coat  does 
look  pretty.  It’s  much  better  than  the  one 
I had  last  spring.  Wait  for  me.  Froggy.  I’m 
going  with  you.” 

Away  across  the  fields  hopped  Mrs.  Rabbit 
and  Froggy  Frog. 
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Nothing  to  Do 

One  day  Googie  went  to  the  pond  to  play 
with  Froggy  Frog.  He  called  Froggy’s  name, 
but  there  was  no  answer.  He  looked  in  the 
water,  but  Froggy  was  not  there.  Googie  sat 
down  beside  the  pond. 

“Here  I am  all  by  myself  again  with 
nothing  to  do,”  he  said  sadly.  “Buster  is  busy, 
Mrs.  Rabbit  is  taking  her  children  for  a walk, 
and  now  I can’t  find  Froggy.”  Just  then 
Googie  saw  Buzz,  the  bee. 

“Buzz,  buzz,”  said  the  bee.  “Hello,  Googie. 
What  are  you  doing?” 

“I’m  thinking,”  said  Googie. 
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“You re  thinking!”  said  Buzz.  “What  are 
you  thinking?” 

“Fm  thinking  that  Fm  sitting  here  all  by 
myself  with  nothing  to  do,”  said  Googie. 

“Why  don’t  you  come  with  me?”  said  the 
bee.  “Fm  going  to  fly  over  the  hill  to  visit 
some  flowers.” 

“Fd  like  to  come  with  you,  but  I can’t  fly,” 
said  Googie. 

“That’s  too  bad,”  said  Buzz,  and  away  he 
flew. 

While  Googie  was  sitting  beside  the  pond 
wondering  what  to  do  next,  he  heard  Buster 
Bird  calling,  “Googie,  what  are  you  doing 
down  there?” 

“Nothing,”  said  Googie.  “I  have  nothing 
to  do.” 

“I  have  too  much  to  do,”  said  Buster. 

“My  old  nest  behind  the  barn  is  falling  down. 
Fm  going  to  build  a new  one  up  here  in 
this  tree.  Will  you  come  and  help  me?” 
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“I  wish  I could,”  said  Googie.  “I  have  to 
stay  down  here  because  I can’t  fly.” 

“Why  don’t  you  try  to  fly?”  asked  Buster. 
“You’re  as  big  as  I am,  and  I can  fly.” 

“I  don’t  know  how,”  said  Googie. 

“I’ll  come  down  and  show  you,”  said  Buster, 
and  he  flew  down  from  the  tree. 

“Now  watch  me.  Then  do  what  I do,” 
said  the  bird.  He  hopped  up  on  a big  stone 
near  Googie.  He  moved  his  wings  up  and 
down.  Away  he  flew  across  the  pond  and 
back  again,  while  Googie  watched  him. 

“There,”  said  Buster.  “That’s  all  there  is 
to  it.  Anyone  can  fly.  Why  don’t  you  try  it?” 


“I  haven’t  any  wings,”  said  Googie. 


‘Then  111  get  you  some,”  said  Buster,  and 
up  he  flew  to  a nearby  tree.  Down  he  came 
with  two  big  leaves.  “Use  these  for  wings,”  he 
said. 

Googie  took  the  leaves  and  jumped  up 
on  the  log.  He  moved  the  leaves  up  and  down 
like  wings. 

“Faster,”  cried  Buster.  “Move  your  wings 
much  faster.” 

Googie  made  the  leaves  go  up  and  down 
as  fast  as  he  could. 

“That’s  the  way  to  fly,”  Buster  cried  out. 
“Now  jump  up.” 

Googie  jumped  up  as  high  as  he  could. 

“Fm  flying!”  he  shouted. 
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Splash!  Into  the  pond  he  went,  head  first. 

“Google,”  said  Buster,  “come  out  of  the 
pond  and  well  try  again.” 

Before  Googie  could  get  out  of  the  water. 
Grandfather  Elf  came  along.  “Hello,  Googie,” 
he  said.  “What  are  you  doing  in  the  pond?” 

“Em  flying,”  answered  the  mouse. 

“Flying!”  laughed  the  elf.  “Who  ever  heard 
of  a mouse  flying?” 

“But  I want  to  fly,”  said  Googie.  “I  want  to 
fly  high  in  the  sky.  Buzz  can  fly.  Buster  can 
fly,  and  Little  Hoot  can  fly.  I have  to  stay 
down  here  all  by  myself.” 

“I  think  I can  help  you,”  said  Grandfather 
Elf.  “Come  along  with  me.” 

The  old  elf  took  Googie  to  his  house. 

Googie  watched  while  Grandfather  Elf  made  a 
big  kite.  When  it  was  finished,  they  took  it 
outside. 

“Now,  get  up  on  the  kite,”  said  Grandfather 
Elf. 
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When  the  wind  began  to  blow,  the  kite 
went  up  in  the  sky.  Up  and  up  it  went, 
taking  Googie  with  it. 

“Hurrah,  Fm  flying!"  shouted  Googie. 

As  he  flew  near  Buster  s tree,  he  saw  his 
two  friends.  He  called  out,  “Buster!  Buzz! 
Look  at  me!  Fm  flying.  Come  and  play 
with  me." 

Both  Buster  and  Buzz  flew  up  to  the  kite. 
“Fm  so  happy  1 could  sing,"  said  Googie. 
“I  think  111  sing  a flying  song. 


Over  the  hills 
On  my  kite  I fly, 

Ever  so  high, 

Ever  so  high. 

The  wind  will  blow  me 
Through  the  sky. 

Ever  so  high. 

Ever  so  high." 


Googie’s  Birthday  Party 


“Tomorrow  is  Googie’s  birthday,”  Buster  Bird 
said  to  Froggy.  “Let’s  have  a party  for  him.” 

“Let’s  make  it  a surprise  party,”  said 
Froggy.  “Googie  likes  surprises.” 

“We  should  tell  all  Googie’s  friends  about 
the  birthday  party,”  said  Buster.  “I’ll  fly  over 
the  fields  and  through  the  forest.  I’ll  ask 
Googie’s  friends  to  come  to  the  pond  this 
afternoon  at  four  o’clock.  You  tell  the  friends 
who  live  near  the  pond.  We’ll  all  get  together 
to  plan  the  party.” 

At  four  o’clock,  all  Googie’s  friends  met 
at  the  pond.  Everyone  wanted  to  help  plan 
the  party. 
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"I  think  we  should  play  games  at  the 
party,”  said  Barny.  “What  games  shall  we 
play?” 

“Hop-and-stop,”  said  Froggy. 

“Jump-the-apple,”  said  Mrs.  Rabbit. 

“In-and-out-the-pumpkin,”  said  Woody  Worm. 

“Hoot,”  said  Little  Hoot,  because  that  was 
all  he  could  say. 

“Hoot?”  said  Barny.  “I  haven’t  heard  of 
that  game.  How  do  you  play  it?” 

“Hoot!”  said  the  owl,  because  that  was  all 
he  could  say. 

“What  shall  we  do  after  we  play  games?” 
asked  Froggy. 

“We  must  have  something  to  eat,”  said 
Mrs.  Rabbit.  “Well  all  be  hungry.” 

“What  does  Googie  like  to  eat?”  asked 
Buster. 

“Berries,”  answered  Barny. 

“Carrots,”  called  out  Mrs.  Rabbit. 

“Apples,”  shouted  Woody. 
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“Hoot/'  said  Little  Hoot. 

“We  must  have  a birthday  cake,"  said 
Grandfather  Elf. 

“Of  course  we  must,"  said  Woody  Worm. 
“There  is  always  a birthday  cake  at  a birthday 
party.  Who  will  make  it?" 

“Ill  make  the  cake,"  said  Mrs.  Rabbit. 

“Who  will  help  me  ice  it?" 

“I  will!  I will!  I will!"  answered  everyone 
but  Little  Hoot.  All  he  said  was  “Hoot," 
because  that  was  all  he  could  say. 

Mrs.  Rabbit  said,  “Come  to  my  house 
tomorrow  morning.  The  cake  will  be  ready 
to  ice." 


Next  morning,  when  Googie’s  friends  went 
to  Mrs.  Rabbit’s  house,  they  saw  the  cake. 

“What  a cake!”  said  Froggy  Frog. 

“What  a big  cake!”  said  Woody  Worm. 

“What  a beautiful  big  cake!”  said  Buster 
Bird. 

“Hoot,”  said  Little  Hoot. 

When  the  cake  was  iced.  Froggy  said, 

“We  should  write  something  on  the  top  of  the 
cake.” 

“You  always  write  Happy  Birthday  on  a 
birthday  cake,”  said  Woody  Worm. 

“Who  will  write  it?”  asked  Grandfather  Elf. 

“I  can’t  write,”  said  Barny.  “I  never  went 
to  school.  Let  Woody  do  it.” 


192 


'Tm  too  little,”  said  Woody  Worm.  “Maybe 
Buzz  can  do  it.” 

“I  can’t  write,”  said  Buzz.  “Fm  too  young. 
Let  Little  Hoot  do  it.” 

“Hoot!  Hoot!”  said  the  owl. 

Little  Hoot  began  to  write  on  the  top  of  the 
birthday  cake.  Soon  it  was  ready  for  the 
party. 

That  afternoon  everyone  came  to  the  party. 
When  Googie  walked  in,  everyone  but  Little 
Hoot  shouted,  “Surprise!  Surprise!”  The  owl 
shouted,  “Hoot!  Hoot!”  because  that  was  all 
he  could  say. 

The  party  began.  They  played  Hop-and-stop, 
Jump-the-apple,  and  In-and-out-the-pumpkin. 
When  they  had  played  games  for  a while, 
they  all  sat  down. 

“When  do  we  eat?”  asked  Woody  Worm. 

“I’m  hungry.” 

“I’m  hungry,  too,”  said  Buster.  “Let’s  eat 
now.” 
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Googie  and  his  friends  ate  all  the  berries, 
carrots,  and  apples.  At  last  it  was  time  for 
the  birthday  cake. 

“Oh!"  said  Googie.  “Fve  never  seen  such  a 
beautiful  big  cake  before.  Thank  you  ever  so 
much.  Please  tell  me,  what  does  it  say  on  the 
top  of  the  cake?" 

Everyone  but  Little  Hoot  answered  at  once, 
“It  says  Happy  Birthday" 

"Hoot"  said  Little  Hoot,  for  that  was  all  he 
could  say.  And  Hoot  was  what  it  did  say  on 
the  birthday  cake,  because  that  was  all 
Little  Hoot  was  able  to  write. 
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d The  Frog  and  the  Rabbit 

(r 

^ A A frog  went  down  to  the  pond  one  day, 

::\F  Hoppity-hoppity-hop, 

And  as  he  was  going  along  his  way, 

H oppi  ty-hoppi  ty-hop , 

He  met  a rabbit  who  chanced  to  say, 

“Oh,  Froggy,  please  won’t  you  stop  and  play 
Hoppity-hoppity-hop?" 


But  I have  some  work  I must  do  today, 
Hoppity-hoppity-hop. 

So  111  come  back  tomorrow  and  play,  if  I may.’ 
And  the  frog  and  the  rabbit  went  hopping  away 
i Hoppity-hoppity-hop ! 


ENRICHMENT 


Carlo 


A Goat  for  Carlo 

“Hurry,  hurry,  Carlo,"  called  his  mother. 
“You  must  get  up  at  once.  You  have  many 
things  to  do  today." 

^ Carlo  opened  his  eyes.  This  was  the  day  he 
had  waited  for.  Today  his  father  would  take 
him  to  the  market.  Today  they  were  going  to 
buy  a goat.  Carlo  jumped  out  of  bed.  Quickly 
he  got  ready. 

“Mother,"  he  said,  “our  goat  will  be  most 
beautiful.  She  will  have  little  black  feet  and 
big  brown  eyes.  Her  coat  will  be  soft  and 
white.  She  will  give  us  good  milk." 

“Then  hurry.  Carlo,"  said  his  mother. 

“Your  father  is  waiting  for  you  outside." 

Carlo’s  father  was  ready  to  go  to  market.  In 
one  hand  he  had  his  best  straw  hat.  In  the 
other  hand  he  had  a little  bag  of  money. 
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'‘Carlo,"  said  his  father,  "at  last  we  have 
enough  money  to  buy  a goat.  There  will  be 
many  goats  in  the  market  today.  Together  we 
must  pick  out  the  one  we  want." 

Carlo  and  his  father  walked  along  the  path. 
The  path  went  down  the  hill  to  the  town. 

On  the  way.  Carlo  and  his  father  met  many 
of  their  friends.  They,  too,  were  going  to 
market. 

"Were  going  to  market  to  buy  a goat," 
Carlo  called  to  his  friends.  "We  re  going  to 
buy  a most  beautiful  goat,  with  a soft  white 
coat  and  big  brown  eyes." 


"I  hope  you  have  enough  money,”  laughed 
one  friend. 

"I  hope  you  find  the  one  you  want,” 
shouted  another. 

“We  will,  we  will,”  called  Carlo,  and  he 
went  dancing  down  the  path. 

When  they  came  to  the  town,  they  went 
quickly  to  the  market.  People  had  come  to 
buy  things  and  to  sell  things.  Some  people 
were  buying  vegetables.  Some  had  flowers  to 
sell.  The  market  was  a busy  place. 

Carlo  did  not  stop  to  look  at  the  vegetables 
or  flowers.  He  hurried  on  through  the  market. 
Soon  he  came  to  the  place  where  people 
were  selling  animals. 

A big  man  was  holding  up  a little  pig.  “Who 
will  buy  my  pig?”  he  called  out  to  the 
people.  “It’s  the  best  pig  in  the  market.  Will 
you  buy  my  pig?”  he  said  to  Carlo. 

“No,”  answered  Carlo,  “my  father  and  I are 
going  to  buy  a goat.” 
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an  old  woman.  “Little  boy,  would  you  like 
to  have  a pretty  red  hen  to  give  you  an  egg 
every  day?” 

“No,  thank  you,”  said  Carlo  to  the  woman. 
“My  father  and  I are  going  to  buy  a goat.” 

Carlo  and  his  father  made  their  way 
through  the  busy  market  together. 

“Goats,  goats,  goats,”  shouted  an  old  man. 
“I  have  goats  to  sell.  Do  you  want  to  buy 
a goat,  little  boy?” 

“Yes,”  said  Carlo.  “Show  me  the  best  goat 
you  have.” 


199 


The  man  showed  Carlo  a beautiful  goat. 

Her  hair  was  soft  and  white.  She  had  little 
black  feet  and  big  brown  eyes. 

“Father,"  said  Carlo,  “here  is  the  goat  for 
us.  She  is  the  most  beautiful  goat  1 have  ever 
seen." 

“She  is  beautiful.  Carlo,"  his  father  said 
sadly,  “but  we  cannot  have  her.  We  haven’t 
enough  money  to  buy  such  a beautiful  goat. 
Please  show  us  another  goat,"  he  said  to 
the  man. 

The  old  man  showed  them  all  his  goats. 
They  were  all  beautiful,  but  Carlo  and  his 
father  did  not  have  enough  money  to  buy  any 
of  them. 
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“Well  have  to  go  home  without  a goat," 
said  Carlo’s  father.  “Well  have  to  wait  until 
we  get  more  money." 

Carlo  and  his  father  began  to  walk  away. 

“Wait!  Wait!"  called  the  man.  “Maybe  1 can 
help  you.  How  much  money  do  you  have?" 

Carlo’s  father  opened  the  little  bag.  He 
showed  the  money  to  the  old  man. 

“There’s  one  more  goat  I could  show  you," 
said  the  man.  “She  is  not  beautiful,  and  she 
does  not  have  white  hair,  but  you  do  have 
enough  money  to  buy  her." 

“Please,"  said  Carlo,  “show  us  the  goat." 

The  old  man  showed  the  goat  to  Carlo  and 
his  father.  The  goat  came  to  Carlo.  She 
looked  at  him  sadly  and  sniffed  his  hand. 

The  boy  said  to  his  father,  “Her  face  is 
sad.  Her  coat  does  not  shine.  She  is  not  as 
beautiful  as  the  other  goats,  but  she  does 
look  friendly." 

“I  think  she  likes  you,"  said  Carlo’s  father. 
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'‘She  likes  to  work,  and  she  gives  good 
milk,"  said  the  old  man. 

"Well  buy  her,"  said  Carlo’s  father. 

"Come,  little  grey  goat,"  said  Carlo.  "You 
will  have  a good  home  with  us." 

The  boy,  his  father,  and  the  goat  walked 
back  through  the  busy  market  together.  As 
they  were  leaving,  one  of  Carlo’s  friends 
called,  "Where  did  you  get  such  a funny 
goat.  Carlo?" 

"She  is  not  funny,"  said  Carlo.  "She  is 
beautiful." 


‘What  are  you  going  to  call  her?”  asked 
another  friend. 

“Fm  going  to  call  her  Tina,”  said  Carlo. 
“Come,  Tina,”  he  said  to  the  goat.  “I  am 
taking  you  to  your  new  home  at  the  top  of 
that  hill.  The  grass  is  green  there,  and 
flowers  grow  in  the  fields.” 

Tina  trotted  up  the  path  behind  Carlo  and 
his  father. 


“Look,  Father,”  said  Carlo.  “Tina  does 
not  look  sad  any  more.  1 think  she  knows 
that  weT  be  good  to  her.” 


Tinas  Day  at  the  Market 


One  day  Carlo  was  busy  making  something. 

“What  are  you  doing?”  asked  his  mother. 

“Fm  making  a cart  for  Tina,”  said  Carlo. 
“She  must  help  us  with  our  work.  Tomorrow 
well  have  six  bags  of  onions  and  two  bags  of 
peas  to  sell  in  the  market.  If  Tina  will  pull 
the  cart,  I can  take  the  peas  and  onions  to 
town  in  it.” 

Carlo  worked  all  day.  At  last  he  had 
finished  making  the  little  cart  with  red 
wheels. 

In  the  morning.  Carlo  put  the  bags  of  peas 
and  onions  on  the  cart.  Tina  pulled,  and 
the  cart  began  to  move.  Carlo’s  mother  and 
father  watched  the  boy  and  the  goat  start  out 
on  their  way. 

“Good-bye,”  called  Carlo.  “Fll  sell  all 
these  onions  and  peas  and  hurry  back  with 
the  money.” 
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The  goat  trotted  down  the  path.  The  little 
cart  bumped  along  behind  her.  Carlo  walked 
quickly  beside  the  cart. 


When  they  got  to  the  market,  Carlo  found 
a place  to  put  the  cart.  Tina  waited  near  by. 
Carlo  began  to  call  out  to  the  people,  “Onions, 
onions,  I have  onions  to  sell!  Green  peas, 
green  peas,  who  will  buy  my  green  peas?” 

A woman  stopped  and  looked  at  the  peas. 
“Did  you  grow  these  in  your  field?”  she  asked. 

“Yes,”  said  Carlo,  “and  they  are  the  best 
ones  you  can  buy.” 

Carlo  sold  some  peas  to  the  woman.  He  put 
the  money  in  his  little  bag.  All  morning 
Carlo  was  kept  very  busy.  Many  people 
bought  his  vegetables. 
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While  Carlo  was  eating  his  lunch,  suddenly 
he  heard  something.  Crunch!  Crunch!  Crunch! 
The  boy  looked  behind  him.  Tina  was  eating 
his  straw  hat.  “Oh,  Tina!”  he  said.  “I’ve  had 
such  a busy  morning  that  I didn’t  give  you 
anything  to  eat.  You  must  be  hungry.” 

Carlo  bought  some  carrots  and  gave  them 
to  Tina. 

By  afternoon,  all  the  onions  and  peas  had 
been  sold.  There  was  money  in  Carlo’s  little 
money  bag.  He  hurried  through  the  market. 


Tina  trotted  along  beside  him,  pulling  the 
little  cart  behind  her.  The  market  was  not 
busy  any  more.  Most  of  the  things  had  been 
sold.  Most  of  the  people  were  getting  ready  to 
leave  as  Carlo  and  Tina  went  through 
the  town. 

The  boy  and  the  goat  started  up  the  path. 
Along  the  way,  Carlo  saw  some  pretty  flowers. 
“Wait,  Tina,"  he  said.  “I’ll  pick  some  of 
these  for  my  mother." 

When  Carlo  got  near  his  home,  he  saw  his 
father  sitting  outside  the  door.  “Look,  Father," 
he  called,  “I  have  some  money  for  you.  I 
sold  all  the  peas  and  onions." 

“Good,"  said  his  father.  “Come  inside.  You 
must  be  hungry." 

Carlo  went  into  the  house  and  gave  the 
flowers  to  his  mother.  She  thanked  him  for 
them. 

“What  has  happened  to  your  hat?"  she 
asked.  “Where  is  it?" 
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“Tina  was  so  hungry  that  she  ate  it,”  Carlo 
answered.  “She  took  it  when  I was  not 
looking.” 

Carlo’s  mother  laughed  and  said,  “After  we 
eat,  I shall  sit  down  and  make  you  another 
hat.  We  have  enough  straw.  It  will  not  take 
me  long.” 

After  they  had  finished  eating.  Carlo  took 
some  food  to  Tina.  She  was  very  hungry. 

“You  have  worked  well  today,  Tina,”  said 
Carlo.  “Fm  glad  you  have  come  to  live 
with  us.” 

“Maaa,”  said  Tina. 

“Good  night,  little  goat,”  said  Carlo. 


One  evening  Carlo  could  not  find  Tina 
anywhere.  He  looked  in  the  fields  near  his 
home.  He  walked  up  and  down  the  mountain 
paths  calling  her  name.  Tina  did  not  come. 
Carlo  was  afraid  that  something  had  happened 
to  her. 

"She  will  come  back,”  said  Carlo's  father. 
"She  can't  be  far  away.'' 

"Come,  Carlo,''  said  his  mother.  "Come  to 
bed.  By  now  Tina  will  have  found  a safe 
place  to  sleep.  Tomorrow  she  will  come 
home.” 


The  Most  Beautiful  Goat  of  All 
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In  the  morning  Carlo  again  tried  to  find 
Tina.  When  he  came  back  to  the  house,  his 
father  asked,  “Have  you  found  her?” 

“No,”  Carlo  answered  sadly.  “I  don’t  know 
where  she  could  have  gone.” 

“Maybe  she  has  gone  down  the  hill  to  the 
town.  You  should  go  down  and  look  for 
her  there,”  said  his  father. 

Carlo  hurried  down  the  hill.  He  looked  in 
the  long  grass  beside  the  path  and  in  the 
fields  near  by.  When  he  came  to  the  town,  he 
walked  through  the  streets.  He  asked  some 
of  the  people  he  met  if  they  had  seen  his 
goat.  No  one  had  seen  her  in  the  town.  No 
one  knew  where  she  had  gone.  Carlo  ran  into 
the  market-place.  He  looked  everywhere  for 
Tina,  but  he  could  not  find  her.  Sadly,  Carlo 
went  up  the  hill  to  his  home. 

That  night,  when  Carlo  was  in  bed,  he 
thought  he  heard  Tina  calling,  “Maaa,  maaa.” 

Carlo  got  out  of  bed  and  went  outside. 
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Again  he  thought  he  heard  Tina  calling, 
“Maaa,  maaa." 

“It  is  Tina,"  he  said  to  himself.  “I  know  it 
is.  I must  find  her."  He  went  inside  the 
house.  His  father  and  mother  were  sleeping. 

“Father,"  said  Carlo  softly.  “Father,  Father!" 

Carlo’s  father  sat  up  in  bed.  “What  is  it?" 
he  asked.  “What  do  you  want?" 

“I  heard  Tina  calling,"  answered  Carlo. 

“I  think  she  must  have  gone  high  up  on  the 
mountain." 

“Fll  get  the  lantern,"  said  his  father.  “We 
shall  go  and  look  for  her." 

Carlo’s  father  took  the  lantern.  Together 
they  climbed  up  the  mountain  path.  It  was 
cold  out  on  the  mountain.  The  sky  was 
black,  and  there  was  no  moon.  The  light  from 


Carlo  kept  calling,  “Tina!  Tina!  Where 
are  you?" 

“Maaa,  maaa,"  answered  Tina. 

Carlo’s  father  kept  moving  the  lantern 
from  side  to  side  while  they  walked  along.  All 
the  time  they  could  hear  the  goat  calling. 

Suddenly  Carlo  stopped.  There  in  the  long 
grass  he  saw  Tina.  He  moved  nearer  to  her. 
By  the  light  of  the  lantern  he  could  see  a 
baby  goat  beside  her. 


“Look,  Father!"  said  Carlo  softly.  “Tina  has 
a beautiful  baby.  It  has  snow-white  hair  and 
little  black  feet." 


“We  must  carry  Tina’s  baby  home,” 
said  Carlo’s  father.  “The  mountain  is  not  a 
safe  place  for  a baby  goat.” 

Carlo’s  father  picked  up  the  baby.  Carlo 
took  the  lantern.  Tina  trotted  behind  them. 
Together  they  went  down  the  mountain  to 
their  home. 

Carlo  and  his  father  took  the  two  goats  into 
the  house.  Carlo’s  mother  was  waiting  for 
them.  When  she  saw  the  little  goat,  she 
hurried  to  get  some  straw.  She  made  a bed 
for  Tina  and  her  baby.  Carlo’s  father  put  the 
little  goat  in  the  bed  of  straw. 

“How  beautiful  the  baby  is!”  said  Carlo’s 
mother. 

Carlo  spoke  softly  to  Tina.  “Now  you  are 
safe,  Tina,  and  your  baby  won’t  be  cold,” 
he  said. 

“Maaa,”  said  Tina. 

Soon  everyone  had  gone  back  to  bed,  and 
Carlo’s  father  blew  out  the  lantern. 
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Every  day  the  baby  goat  grew  bigger  and 
more  beautiful.  Her  coat  became  soft  and 
white.  She  played  in  the  meadow  with  Carlo. 
She  climbed  up  the  mountain  path  with  her 
mother.  When  Carlo  and  his  father  went  to 
the  field  to  work,  Tina  and  the  baby  trotted 
along  near  them. 

One  day  Carlo’s  father  said,  “It’s  time  for 
you  and  Tina  to  go  to  the  market.  We  have 
many  bags  of  peas  and  onions  to  sell.” 

Carlo  put  the  bags  of  vegetables  on  the 
cart.  He  and  Tina  started  down  the  path  with 
the  little  goat  trotting  behind  them.  They 
had  not  gone  far  when  one  of  Carlo’s  friends 
called  to  him.  “Carlo!”  he  cried.  “Where  did 
you  get  that  beautiful  little  goat?” 


“It’s  Tina’s  baby,”  answered  Carlo.  “Didn’t 
I tell  you  that  someday  I would  have  the 
most  beautiful  goat  of  all?” 


The  Goat 


Here,  little  goat, 

Here  is  food  for  you  — 

Sweet  green  grass 
From  the  top  of  the  hill,  ? 
Blossoms  ^ 

From  the  plum  tree,  too. 
And  rose  petals 
Sparkling  with  morning  dew 
These  are  the  things 
I have  brought  for  you. 


ENRICHMENT 


Summer  at  the  Lighthouse 

The  Tall,  Round  House 

On  the  last  day  of  school,  Jimmy  Greenfield 
told  his  friends  about  his  plans  for  the 
summer. 

"A  lighthouse!"  said  Susan.  “Are  you  really 
going  to  live  in  a lighthouse?" 

“Yes,"  said  Jimmy.  “My  dad  is  going  to  be 
a lighthouse  keeper  for  the  summer." 

“Where  is  the  lighthouse?"  asked  Peter. 

“It’s  on  an  island  in  a big  lake," 
answered  Jimmy.  “It’s  a long  way  from  here." 

“How  will  you  get  there?"  asked  Peter. 
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''My  dad  will  drive  us  to  the  lake  in  the 
car,"  said  Jimmy.  "Then  we  will  leave  our  car 
and  take  a boat  to  the  island." 

"Are  there  many  houses  on  the  island?" 
asked  Susan. 

"No,"  said  Jimmy.  "There’s  just  one  house, 
and  that’s  our  lighthouse." 

"You  won’t  have  anyone  to  play  with  while 
you  are  there,"  said  Susan. 

"I  know,"  said  Jimmy,  "but  I’ll  be  busy 
helping  to  look  after  the  lighthouse." 

That  afternoon  at  four  o’clock,  Jimmy’s 
mother  and  father  met  him  at  the  school 
gate.  Jimmy  climbed  into  the  car,  and  off 
they  went. 

They  left  Fairtown.  In  a little  while  they 
came  to  a new  highway.  Once  they  were  on 
the  highway,  Mr.  Greenfield  began  to  drive 
faster.  Jimmy  liked  riding  along  the  highway. 
It  took  them  over  bridges  and  through  fields 
and  forests. 
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At  seven  o’clock  that  evening,  they  saw  a 
small  town  just  ahead  of  them.  They  left  the 
highway  and  went  into  the  town. 

“Here  we  are  at  Lakeside,"  said  Mr. 
Greenfield  as  he  stopped  the  car. 

“Let’s  go  into  this  store,"  said  Mrs. 
Greenfield.  “We  have  to  buy  food  to  take  to 
the  island." 

The  Greenfields  did  their  shopping.  All  the 
things  they  bought  were  put  into  big  boxes. 
The  man  in  the  store  helped  them  carry  the 
boxes  to  the  car. 

As  Mr.  Greenfield  was  driving  down  to  the 
dock,  he  said,  “We  must  be  at  the  island 
before  nine  o’clock.  I hope  the  boat  is  ready." 

At  the  dock  they  met  Bill  Young,  the  man 
who  looked  after  the  boats. 

“Hello,  Bill,"  said  Mr.  Greenfield. 

“Hello,  Mr.  and  Mrs,  Greenfield,"  said  Bill. 
“I’m  glad  you’re  going  to  be  at  the  lighthouse 
again  this  summer." 
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'This  is  Jimmy,"  said  Mrs.  Greenfield.  "Last 
summer  he  stayed  with  his  grandmother  and 
grandfather.  This  summer  he  thought  he 
would  like  to  come  with  us  to  the  lighthouse." 

"Is  there  a boat  ready  for  us?"  asked 
Mr.  Greenfield. 

"Yes,"  answered  Bill.  "You  may  use  the  red 
one  beside  the  boathouse." 

The  Greenfields  climbed  into  the  boat.  Mr. 
Greenfield  started  the  motor  and  away  they 
went.  Across  the  water  they  could  see  the 
lighthouse.  It  was  tall  and  white.  Birds  were 
flying  around  it. 


As  the  boat  came  nearer  the  island,  Jimmy 
called  out  to  his  father,  “There’s  the  dock 
you  told  me  about.  I can’t  wait  to  see  what’s 
inside  the  lighthouse.” 

The  boat  stopped  at  the  dock,  and  Jimmy’s 
father  shut  off  the  motor.  Jimmy  jumped  out 
quickly.  He  ran  up  the  path  ahead  of  his 
mother  and  father.  He  looked  in  one  of  the 
lighthouse  windows. 

“Oh,  Mother!”  he  called.  “This  room  is 
round.” 

“Yes,”  said  his  mother.  “All  the  rooms  in 
this  lighthouse  are  round.” 

Mr.  Greenfield  opened  the  door  and  they 
went  inside. 

“There  are  no  lights  in  here.  Dad,”  said 
Jimmy. 

“No,”  said  his  father.  “We  have  to  use 
lanterns.” 

Jimmy  looked  at  the  stairs.  They  went 
round  and  round  and  up  and  up. 
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Jimmy  and  his  father  went  up  the  stairs 
to  the  top  of  the  tall  lighthouse.  Jimmy 
watched  his  father  light  the  lamp. 

“Every  evening  at  sundown  I must  do  this," 
said  Mr.  Greenfield.  “It’s  not  safe  for  big 
boats  to  come  too  near  this  island." 

“This  is  a very  small  lamp,  Dad,"  said 
Jimmy. 

“Yes,"  said  his  father,  “but  when  it  shines 
through  the  glass,  it  looks  bigger.  It  can  be 
seen  from  far  away." 

“There’s  a boat  going  by  our  lighthouse 
now,"  said  Jimmy. 

“You’ll  see  many  big  lake-boats  like  that 
one  this  summer,"  said  Mr.  Greenfield. 


“And  this  little  lamp  will  keep  them  safe," 
said  Jimmy. 


A Friend  for  Jimmy 

At  the  lighthouse,  the  days  went  by  quickly 
because  there  were  many  things  for  everyone 
to  do. 

Early  every  morning,  Mr.  Greenfield  climbed 
the  stairs  to  the  top  of  the  lighthouse.  He 
opened  the  glass,  took  out  the  lamp,  and  put 
it  out.  He  cleaned  the  glass  and  made  it 
shine.  After  putting  the  lamp  back  in  its 
place,  he  cleaned  all  the  windows.  Then  he 
went  downstairs.  From  time  to  time  Mr. 
Greenfield  went  up  to  the  top  of  the 
lighthouse  to  look  out  over  the  lake.  He  looked 
through  his  field-glasses  at  the  boats  going  by. 
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Mrs.  Greenfield  had  a busy  time  cleaning 
the  rooms  downstairs  and  upstairs,  getting 
the  food  ready,  and  looking  after  her  garden. 

Jimmy  found  there  were  many  things  that 
he  liked  to  do.  He  had  his  own  little  garden 
that  he  watered  every  day.  He  fed  the  birds 
that  came  to  the  island.  Sometimes  he  went 
fishing  with  his  father.  They  went  out  in 
their  boat,  but  they  never  went  too  far  from 
the  lighthouse.  On  hot  days,  Jimmy  and  his 
mother  and  father  went  for  a swim. 

Once  a week  Mr.  King  came  to  the  island. 
His  boat  was  like  a store.  Jimmy  thought  that 
it  was  fun  to  go  shopping  on  a boat.  On  it 
there  were  all  kinds  of  things  to  buy.  As  well 
as  things  to  eat,  there  were  hats,  coats, 
sunglasses,  shoes,  toys,  games,  pens,  papers, 
books,  lamps,  clocks,  and  even  mouse-traps. 

The  first  week  Mr.  King  called  at  the 
lighthouse,  Mrs.  Greenfield  bought  sunglasses 
from  him.  She  bought  Jimmy  a new  raincoat. 
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When  Mr.  King  called  at  the  island  again, 
Jimmy  used  some  of  his  money  to  buy  a 
birthday  gift  for  his  mother.  Every  week  Mr. 
King  brought  letters  and  newspapers. 

Mr.  King  brought  Jimmy  all  kinds  of 
surprises.  One  week  he  brought  him  a 
story-book  to  read.  Another  week  he  brought 
him  a new  watering-can.  One  day  he  gave 
him  a kitten.  That  was  the  best  surprise  of 
all.  The  kitten  had  soft  grey  fur,  long  white 
whiskers,  and  little  white  feet.  Jimmy  named 
her  Mitten. 
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Mitten  went  everywhere  with  Jimmy.  When 
he  went  upstairs  to  clean  his  room,  Mitten 
went  with  him.  When  he  went  to  the  top  of 
the  lighthouse,  the  kitten  climbed  after  him. 
When  he  went  for  a swim.  Mitten  sat  on  the 
sand  near  the  water.  When  he  fed  the  birds, 
the  kitten  watched.  She  did  not  run  after  the 
birds,  because  she  was  afraid  of  them.  They 
were  much  bigger  than  she  was. 

One  day  Jimmy  said  to  Mitten,  “I  like 
living  at  the  lighthouse.  Fm  going  to  like 
living  here  even  more  now  that  I have  you 
for  a friend.  This  is  going  to  be  the  best 
summer  I’ve  ever  had.” 


Summer  Storm 


One  afternoon  Jimmy  was  working  in  his 
garden.  Mitten  was  playing  near  by.  Mr. 
Greenfield  came  out  of  the  lighthouse  and 
said  to  Jimmy,  "You  won’t  have  to  water  your 
plants  today,  because  it’s  going  to  rain.  I 
just  heard  the  news  on  the  radio.” 

"May  I play  out  in  the  rain  if  I put  on  my 
raincoat?”  asked  Jimmy. 

"Not  this  time,”  answered  his  father.  "The 
man  on  the  radio  says  that  we’re  going  to 
have  a bad  storm.” 

Mr.  Greenfield  hurried  down  to  the  dock. 

He  moved  the  boat  into  the  boathouse  and 
shut  the  doors. 

Jimmy  took  Mitten  into  the  lighthouse.  He 
helped  his  mother  shut  the  windows. 

"The  storm  is  coming  very  quickly,”  said 
Mrs.  Greenfield. 

"Look  at  the  big  waves!”  said  Jimmy. 
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As  they  looked  out  of  the  window,  they  saw 
that  the  lake  was  not  blue  any  more.  The 
waves  were  splashing  up  on  the  island. 

The  water  looked  grey  and  rough.  Big  black 
clouds  were  hurrying  across  the  sky.  It  was 
getting  dark.  Soon  the  rain  began  to  fall. 

Mr.  Greenfield  came  into  the  lighthouse  and 
turned  on  the  radio.  The  voice  on  the  radio 
said,  ‘The  storm  that  began  this  afternoon 
will  last  most  of  the  night.  The  lake  will  be 
too  rough  for  small  boats.  They  should  not  try 
to  stay  out  on  it." 

"I  hope  that  all  the  small  boats  get  to  their 
docks  safely,"  said  Mrs.  Greenfield. 
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'1  hope  so,  too,"  said  Mr.  Greenfield.  “I 
must  light  the  lamp  early.  It’s  nearly  as  dark 
as  night  now.  When  the  big  boats  are  out  in 
such  a bad  storm,  they  need  our  light  more 
than  ever." 

When  Mr.  Greenfield  climbed  to  the  top  of 
the  lighthouse,  Jimmy  went  with  him.  They 
looked  out  over  the  lake  through  their 
field-glasses.  They  could  see  small  boats 
hurrying  through  the  rough  water  to  find  safe 
places  to  stay. 


Mr.  Greenfield  said,  “I  won’t  get  much  sleep 
tonight,  because  I have  to  stay  up  here  to 
keep  watch.  Anything  can  happen  in  such 
a bad  storm.” 

That  night,  in  bed,  Jimmy  could  hear  the 
rain  splashing  on  the  window  and  the  waves 
splashing  on  the  dock.  He  could  hear  the 
wind  blowing  around  the  lighthouse. 

Early  the  next  morning,  the  rain  stopped. 
The  sun  came  up  over  the  lake. 

As  Mr.  Greenfield  was  cleaning  the  lamp, 
Jimmy  said  to  him,  “Dad,  did  any  boats  on 
the  lake  need  help  last  night?” 

“No,”  said  Mr.  Greenfield,  “but  it  took  some 
of  the  little  boats  a long  time  to  get  through 
the  rough  water.  I heard  on  the  radio  that 
they  all  got  to  their  docks  safely.” 

“Do  you  think  well  have  any  more  bad 
storms  this  summer?”  asked  Jimmy. 

“We  may,”  answered  his  father.  “Here  at 
the  lighthouse  we  must  be  ready  for  them.” 
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The  Storm  Bird 


When  Jimmy  went  to  the  dock,  he  saw  a 
bird  nearly  covered  with  sand.  It  was  one  of 
the  birds  that  he  fed  every  day.  It  looked 
up  at  Jimmy,  but  it  did  not  move.  Jimmy 
knew  that  the  bird  was  hurt.  He  turned 
around  and  ran  back  to  the  lighthouse  to  tell 
his  father  about  it. 

Mr.  Greenfield  came  down  to  the  dock.  He 
looked  at  the  bird  and  said,  “I  think  its  wings 
were  hurt  in  the  storm.” 

“Do  you  think  the  bird  is  going  to  die?” 
asked  Jimmy  softly. 

“No,”  answered  Mr.  Greenfield.  “I  think  it 
will  live  if  we  look  after  it.” 
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Mr.  Greenfield  went  into  the  boathouse.  He 
found  a big  box  that  he  brought  back  to  the 
dock.  When  he  picked  up  the  bird,  it  tried  to 
get  away,  but  Mr.  Greenfield  did  not  let  it  go. 

“We  will  have  to  keep  the  bird  in  a safe 
place  until  it  can  use  its  wings  again,”  said 
Mr.  Greenfield.  “We  can  put  it  in  the 
boathouse.” 

“I  can  look  after  it.  Dad,”  said  Jimmy. 

“Ill  be  kind  to  the  storm  bird.  Will  it  take 
long  to  get  better?” 

“It  could  take  a week  or  even  longer,” 
answered  Jimmy’s  father.  “Its  wings  may  be 
hurt  badly.” 

Jimmy  picked  up  the  box  and  took  it  down 
to  the  boathouse.  He  put  some  bread  beside 
the  bird  so  it  would  not  be  hungry.  He  put  a 
little  dish  of  water  in  the  box,  too. 


All  that  week  Jimmy  looked  after  the  bird. 
At  first  it  was  afraid  when  he  came  near. 
After  a while,  the  bird  knew  that  Jimmy  was 
its  friend.  It  would  take  bread  from  his  hand. 
For  a few  days  it  did  not  try  to  move  its 
wings  at  all.  Then  one  day  when  Jimmy  fed 
it,  the  bird  got  up  and  moved  its  wings  a 
little.  Jimmy  knew  that  it  was  getting  better. 

One  evening  Jimmy  saw  that  the  bird  was 
trying  to  get  out  of  the  box.  He  took  the  box 
and  put  it  on  the  dock  to  see  what  the  bird 
would  do.  It  got  up  on  the  side  of  the  box 
and  looked  about.  It  hopped  down  onto  the 
dock.  It  moved  its  wings  and  tried  to  fly. 

At  first  it  flew  only  a few  feet,  but  then  it 
flew  to  the  top  of  the  boathouse.  From  there 
it  flew  to  the  top  of  the  lighthouse.  Soon  it 
was  flying  around  the  lighthouse  with  the 
other  birds. 

“Good-bye,  storm  bird,’’  called  Jimmy. 


Good-bye.” 


Big  White  Bird 


Big  white  bird, 


Where  do  you  fly? 
Over  the  clouds, 
Away  up  high. 


s 


And  what  is  there 


For  you  to  see? 

The  very  top 
Of  the  tall  pine  tree 
That  grows  alone 
At  the  edge  of  the  sea. 


Big  white  bird. 

Now  where  will  you  go? 

Over  the  waves. 

Where  the  wild  winds  blow. 

ENRICHMENT 
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The  Early  Bird 


One  day  Jimmy  and  his  father  were  sitting 
down  at  the  dock  talking  about  boats.  Jimmy 
said,  "There’s  only  one  boat  on  the  lake 
today,  Dad.  It  hasn’t  moved  all  morning.” 

Mr.  Greenfield  looked  through  his 
field-glasses.  "The  people  on  the  boat  see  us,” 
he  said,  "and  they  are  waving.  Perhaps  they 
are  in  trouble.  Let’s  go  out  to  see  if  they 
need  help.” 

Jimmy  and  his  father  climbed  into  the  boat. 
Mr.  Greenfield  started  the  motor,  and  off  they 
went  across  the  lake.  "I  can  see  four  people 
on  the  boat.  I can  see  a man  and  woman 
and  two  boys,”  said  Jimmy.  "Now  I can  see 
the  name  on  the  boat.  It’s  the  Early  Bird/' 
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As  they  came  nearer  the  boat,  Mr. 

Greenfield  shut  off  the  motor  and  called,  “Do 
you  need  any  help?  Are  you  in  trouble?” 

“Yes,  we  are  in  trouble,”  answered  the  man 
on  the  Early  Bird.  “Our  motor  has  stopped, 
and  I can’t  get  it  started.” 

“I  think  we  should  try  to  get  your  boat 
over  to  the  lighthouse.  Maybe  we  can  fix  the 
motor  there,”  said  Mr.  Greenfield.  “My  boat 
can  pull  the  Early  Bird  that  far.”  . 

Mr.  Greenfield  turned  his  boat  around.  He 
moved  it  in  front  of  the  Early  Bird.  While  he 
was  getting  the  little  boat  ready  to  pull  the 
bigger  one,  Jimmy  spoke  to  the  two  boys. 

“My  name  is  Jimmy  Greenfield,”  he  said  to 
them.  “Fm  living  at  the  lighthouse.  My  dad 
is  the  lighthouse  keeper.” 


The  older  boy  called  back,  “My  name  is 
David  Brown." 

“And  Tm  Peter  Brown,"  said  the  younger 
boy.  “Were  living  on  the  Early  Bird  for  the 
summer." 

The  little  red  boat  pulled  the  Early  Bird 
to  the  island.  The  boats  stopped  at  the  dock. 
Mrs.  Brown  and  the  two  children  got  out  of 
their  boat.  The  men  worked  on  the  motor 
of  the  Early  Bird  for  a while.  Then  Mr. 
Greenfield  said,  “Fm  afraid  we  can't  fix  this 
motor.  There's  nothing  more  we  can  do  about 
it  today.  Tomorrow,  when  Mr.  King  comes, 
he'll  know  how  to  fix  it." 

Jimmy  and  his  father  took  the  Browns  up 
to  the  lighthouse.  There  the  Browns  met  Mrs. 
Greenfield. 

Jimmy  showed  David  and  Peter  around  the 
island.  They  took  turns  playing  with  Mitten. 
They  climbed  the  stairs  to  the  top  of  the 
tall  lighthouse.  They  looked  at  the  lamp.  They 
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used  the  field-glasses  to  watch  a big  boat  far 
out  on  the  lake.  Jimmy  turned  on  his  father  s 
radio  so  that  the  boys  could  hear  it.  Then 
they  went  down  to  the  dock  and  fed  the 
birds.  Just  before  dinner,  everyone  went 
swimming. 

When  it  was  getting  dark,  the  children 
went  up  to  watch  Mr.  Greenfield  light  the 
lamp.  After  they  came  down,  Mrs.  Greenfield 
said  to  David  and  Peter,  “Would  you  like  to 
sleep  in  the  lighthouse  tonight?” 

“Sleep  in  the  lighthouse!”  said  David. 

“That  would  be  fun,”  said  Peter. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Brown  went  back  to  their 
boat  to  sleep.  The  two  boys  stayed  in  the 
lighthouse. 

In  the  morning,  the  boys  were  glad  to  hear 
that  Mr.  King  was  not  coming  until  two 
o’clock.  They  watched  Mr.  Greenfield  clean 
the  lamp  and  get  it  ready  for  the  next  night. 
Then  they  went  for  a swim. 
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When  Mr.  King  came  to  the  island,  he 
worked  on  the  motor  of  the  Early  Bird. 

Jimmy  and  Peter  stood  on  the  dock  and 
watched  him.  At  last  he  had  it  fixed. 

That  evening,  when  it  was  time  to  go,  Mrs. 
Brown  thanked  the  Greenfields  for  being 
so  kind  to  them. 

“It  was  no  trouble  at  all,”  said  Mrs. 
Greenfield.  “We  were  glad  to  have  you  stay 
with  us.” 

The  Browns  climbed  into  the  Early  Bird. 

Mr.  Brown  started  the  motor,  and  the  boat 
left  the  island.  When  the  Browns  had  gone, 
Jimmy  said,  “I  wish  they  could  have  stayed 
longer.  It  was  such  fun  having  David  and 
Peter  to  play  with  at  the  lighthouse.” 
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Home  Again 


‘"Jimmy,"  called  Mr.  Greenfield  one  morning. 
"Do  you  know  what  day  this  is?” 

"Yes,  Dad,”  said  Jimmy,  "I  know.  It’s  my 
last  day  at  the  lighthouse  this  summer. 
Tomorrow  I have  to  go  back  to  school.  I wish 
you  were  coming  home  with  us.” 

"I  can’t  leave  the  lighthouse  until  winter. 
When  the  lake  is  covered  with  ice,  my  work 
here  will  be  finished,”  said  his  father. 

Jimmy  and  his  mother  got  ready  to  leave 
the  lighthouse.  Mr.  Greenfield  took  them  to 
the  big  dock  at  Lakeside.  There  they  met  Bill 
Young. 

"Hello,  Jimmy,”  said  Bill.  "I  guess  it’s  time 
for  you  to  go  back  home.” 

"Yes,”  said  Jimmy.  "School  starts  tomorrow. 

I wish  I could  stay  at  the  lighthouse  longer.” 

"Are  you  driving  home,  Mrs.  Greenfield?” 
asked  Bill. 
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“Jimmy  and  I are  going  home  by  train,” 
answered  Mrs.  Greenfield. 

“Ill  drive  you  to  the  train,”  said  Bill. 

“I  know  that  Mr.  Greenfield  wants  to  get  back 
to  the  lighthouse  as  soon  as  he  can.  My  car 
is  over  there  by  the  big  boathouse.” 

“Thank  you.  Bill,”  said  Mr.  Greenfield.  “Ill 
go  back  to  the  lighthouse  at  once.” 

After  Jimmy  and  his  mother  had  said 
good-bye.  Bill  took  them  to  the  train  in 
his  car. 


The  trip  from  Lakeside  to  Fairtown  did  not 
take  long.  When  Jimmy  and  his  mother  got 
off  the  train,  they  took  a taxi  home.  As  they 
came  down  their  street,  Jimmy  said,  "It  will 
be  funny  living  in  our  own  house  again.  It 
has  no  big  light  on  the  top,  and  the  rooms 
aren't  round." 

Mrs.  Greenfield  laughed.  “There  are  no 
stairs  that  go  round  and  round,"  she  said, 
“and  there  are  no  lamps  to  keep  clean." 

Jimmy  saw  a few  birds  hopping  about  in 
the  front  garden.  “Those  birds  aren't  nearly 
as  big  as  the  ones  at  the  lighthouse,"  he  said. 

When  Jimmy  got  inside  the  house,  he 
looked  upstairs  and  downstairs.  Mitten  ran 
ahead  of  him,  looking  in  every  room.  Jimmy 
called  to  his  mother,  “I  think  Mitten  is  going 
to  like  her  new  home." 

That  evening,  when  Jimmy  got  into  bed,  he 
said  to  his  mother,  “What  do  you  think  Dad 
is  doing  now?" 
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“It’s  nearly  eight  o’clock,  and  it’s  getting 
dark.  He’ll  be  lighting  the  lamp,”  said 
Mrs.  Greenfield. 

“I’m  glad  that  we  lived  at  the  lighthouse 
this  summer,”  said  Jimmy.  “When  I go  to 
school  tomorrow.  I’m  going  to  write  a story 
about  the  things  we  did  at  the  lighthouse. 
And  when  I grow  up,  I want  to  be  a 
lighthouse  keeper  just  like  Dad.” 


The  Train 

The  wheels  of  the  train  go  round  and  round 
As  it  speeds  through  the  night 
With  a rattling  sound. 

Rattling  wheels  on  the  silvery  track 
And  the  train  hurries  on 
With  a clackety-clack. 

Clackety-clack  it  goes  hurrying  by 
In  the  light  of  the  engine’s 
One  shining  eye. 

One  shining  eye  is  the  engine’s  light 
To  find  the  way 
In  the  dark  of  the  night. 

In  the  dark  of  the  night  till  the  rise  of  the  sun 
When  it  comes  to  a town 
And  its  journey  is  done. 


ENRICHMENT 


On  With  the  Show 


At  the  Circus 


Whenever  Judy  Peters  was  asked  what  she 
wanted  to  do  when  she  grew  up,  she  always 
answered,  “I  want  to  be  in  the  circus,  just 
like  my  mother  and  dad.” 

Nearly  every  day,  Judy  went  to  the 
afternoon  show.  She  always  sat  in  her  very 
own  place  near  the  big  ring.  She  liked  the 
circus  more  and  more  every  time  she  saw  it. 
^ Judy  liked  to  watch  her  friends,  the  clowns, 
do  their  act.  The  circus  band  began  to  play, 
and  out  came  Bingo,  the  little  clown.  He  had 
on  clothes  that  were  much  too  big  for  him. 
His  hat  fell  down  over  his  eyes,  and  his  coat 
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came  down  to  his  feet..  Bingo  rode  around  the 

so 

ring  on  a little  horse  and  waved  to  the 
people.  The  horse  stopped  suddenly,  and  Bingo 
fell  off.  He  looked  very  surprised.  All  the 
people  laughed  and  clapped. 

The  little  horse  waited  for  Bingo  to  climb 
up  on  its  back.  Then  it  galloped  around  the 
ring.  Again  the  horse  stopped  suddenly,  and 
again  Bingo  fell  off.  When  he  got  up,  he 
tripped  over  his  big  shoes.  Everyone  laughed 
again. 

Then,  into  the  spotlight  came  a little  green 
car.  Bobo,  the  tall  clown,  was  driving  it.  He 
stopped  the  car  and  climbed  out.  He  whistled. 
A big  dog  put  its  head  out  of  the  car 
window.  It  barked,  and  Bobo  opened  the  door. 
The  dog  jumped  out.  Bobo  whistled  again. 

One  by  one,  five  more  dogs  jumped  out.  All 
the  dogs  were  white  with  black  spots. 

Everyone  was  surprised  to  see  a big  clown 
and  six  dogs  come  out  of  such  a small  car. 
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The  people  laughed  and  clapped  while  Bobo 
and  Bingo  did  trick  after  trick. 


After  the  clown  act  came  the  trick-riding 
act.  The  riders  were  Judy’s  mother  and  father. 
They  galloped  into  the  ring  on  their  beautiful 
white  horses.  They  stood  up  on  the  backs  of 
their  horses  as  they  galloped  around.  They 
made  their  horses  dance  in  time  with  the 
band.  The  riders  did  one  trick  after  another. 
The  people  clapped  and  clapped. 

Judy  hoped  that  some  day  she  would  be  in 
the  trick-riding  act,  too.  She  wondered  when 
she  would  be  big  enough  to  ride  in  the  show 
with  her  mother  and  father. 

Each  day,  when  the  afternoon  show  was 
over,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Peters  tried  out  new  tricks 
for  their  act.  Sometimes  Judy  rode  with  them. 
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One  day,  as  she  was  galloping  around  the 
ring  on  her  horse,  Judy  called  out,  “Watch 
me.  Dad.  Fm  going  to  do  a trick,  too."  Judy 
started  to  do  one  of  the  tricks  she  had  seen 
her  mother  do.  Suddenly  her  horse  stopped, 
and  Judy  fell  off. 

Mr.  Peters  rode  over  to  her  as  fast  as  he 
could.  “Judy!"  he  said.  “Did  you  hurt 
yourself?" 

“Oh,  no,"  laughed  Judy.  “Fm  not  hurt.  I 
never  hurt  myself." 

“You’re  too  small  to  do  that  trick,"  said 
Mrs.  Peters.  “You  must  wait  until  you  are 
bigger.” 

“I  hope  I don’t  have  to  wait  too  long," 
said  Judy.  “1  want  to  ride  in  the  circus,  too." 


Judy’s  Big  Day 


One  afternoon,  when  Judy  was  on  her  way 
to  the  show,  she  met  Bobo,  the  tall  clown. 

He  looked  very  sad. 

"Hello,  Bobo,”  said  Judy.  "You  look  sad. 
What’s  the  matter?” 

"Bingo  is  sick,  and  he  can’t  be  in  the  show 
today,”  answered  Bobo.  "There’s  no  one  to 
take  his  place.  I don’t  know  what  to  do.” 

"There  must  be  someone  who  could  help 
you,”  said  Judy.  "One  of  your  friends  might 
put  on  Bingo’s  clothes  and  do  his  act.” 

"All  my  friends  are  too  big,”  said  Bobo. 

"I  need  someone  who  is  small  enough  to  ride 
Bingo’s  horse.” 

"I  could  help  you,”  said  Judy.  "I  could  ride 
Bingo’s  horse.  I could  get  into  Bingo’s  clothes.” 

"But  to  do  Bingo’s  act  you  would  have  to 
fall  off  the  horse.  You  might  hurt  yourself,” 
said  Bobo. 
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“Fm  very  good  at  falling  off,  and  I never 
get  hurt,"  said  Judy.  "1  know  just  what  Bingo 
does.  Fve  watched  him  every  day." 

“Do  you  really  think  you  could  take  Bingo's 
place  for  one  day?"  asked  Bobo. 

“I  know  I could,"  answered  Judy.  “Please 
let  me  try." 

“We’ll  have  to  hurry,"  said  the  clown. 

Judy  got  ready  for  the  show.  She  put  on 
Bingo’s  funny  clothes.  She  tried  to  walk 
around  in  his  big  shoes.  They  were  so  long 
that  she  tripped  over  them.  Judy  had  trouble 
putting  on  her  make-up,  so  Bobo  helped  her. 
He  put  white  make-up  all  over  her  face.  He 
put  a green  spot  on  her  nose  and  a black 
spot  under  each  eye.  Then  he  gave  her  a 
great  big  red  mouth  that  went  from  ear 
to  ear. 


"Look  at  yourself,  Judy,”  said  Bobo  when  he 
had  finished.  "You  look  just  like  a clown.” 

Judy  looked  at  herself  and  began  to  laugh. 
"No  one  will  know  Lm  Judy  Peters,”  she  said, 
"not  even  my  own  mother  and  dad.” 

Soon  it  was  time  for  the  clowns  to  go  into 
the  ring.  Judy  climbed  up  on  Bingo’s  horse. 
The  horse  galloped  into  the  ring  and  stopped. 
Judy  fell  off.  When  she  stood  up  and  waved 
to  the  people,  they  all  laughed. 

Then  Bobo  came  out,  driving  his  little  green 
car.  One  by  one,  all  the  dogs  jumped  out. 

They  barked  as  they  danced  around  Bobo. 
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Judy  and  Bobo  did  one  trick  after  another. 
Judy’s  tricks  were  so  funny  that  even  Bobo 
laughed  at  her.  All  the  people  clapped  and 
clapped  for  the  clowns. 

Near  the  ring  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Peters  were 
waiting  to  do  their  act. 

“I  wonder  where  Judy  is,”  said  Mr.  Peters. 
‘‘She  isn’t  sitting  in  her  own  place  today.” 

“I  don’t  know  where  she  could  be,”  said 
Mrs.  Peters.  “She  said  she  was  coming  to  the 
show  this  afternoon.” 

“Who  is  that  funny  httle  clown?”  asked  Mr. 
Peters.  “It  can’t  be  Bingo.  He’s  sick  today.” 
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"I  don’t  know  who  it  is,”  answered  Mrs. 
Peters,  “but  he  really  can  make  people  laugh. 
It’s  too  bad  that  Judy  is  missing  the  show 
today.” 

When  the  act  was  finished,  the  two  clowns 
took  a bow.  The  little  clown  rode  over  to 
where  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Peters  stood.  The  horse 
stopped  suddenly,  and  the  clown  fell  off. 

“Look,”  said  Mrs.  Peters,  “the  clown’s  hat 
has  come  off.” 

“The  clown  is  Judy!”  said  Mr.  Peters. 

“Well,”  said  Mrs.  Peters,  “you  really  gave  us 
a surprise.  You  got  into  the  show  after  all, 
and  we  didn’t  even  know  you.” 


“It  was  fun  to  do  Bingo’s  act,”  said  Judy. 
“I’m  glad  I didn’t  have  to  wait  until  I grew 
up  to  be  in  the  show.” 


Bareback  Rider 

There  isn’t  a prettier  sight,  I think, 

Than  a pony  that’s  white  and  a lady  that’s 
pink: 

The  pony  so  frisky  and  stepping  so  high. 
The  lady  so  smiling  as  they  go  by. 

The  lady  so  tiptoe  on  her  toes. 

The  pony,  his  bridle  dressed  up  with  a rose. 
The  lady  and  pony  both  liking  to  be 
Riding  around  for  the  world  to  see. 

ENRICHMENT 
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Mrs.  Impossible 


Mrs.  Impossible 
Went  to  the  shop 
And  bought  a new  hat 
With 
a 

fish 
on 
the 
top. 


But  on  her  way  home, 

She  was  stopped  by  a cat 
Who  said,  “Give  me  that  fish 
On  the  top  of  your  hat.’’ 


So 

away 

went 

Mrs.  Impossible. 


But  when  she  went  out 
For  a walk  in  the  sun, 
The  snowman  got  hot 
And  he  started  to  run. 


So 

away 

went 

Mrs.  Impossible. 


Mrs. 

Went  to  the  shop 
And  bought  a new 
With 
a 

snow- 

man 

on 

top. 


hat 
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Mrs.  Impossible 
Went  to  the  shop 
And  bought  a new  hat 
With  a feather  on  top. 


But  on  her  way  home 
She  stopped  at  the  zoo 
To  talk  to  the  birds 
And  the  big  kangaroo. 


She  looked  at  the  bear 
And  the  elephant  too. 
She  tickled  the  elephant, 
And  he  said,  “Kerchoo!’ 


So 

away 

went 

Mrs.  Impossible 


Mrs.  Impossible 
Went  to  the  shop 
And  bought  a new  hat 
With  a chimney  on  top. 

A big  bird  was  sitting 
Way  up  in  a tree. 

“I  don’t  want  to  live 
In  this  tree-top,”  said  he. 

He  looked  at  the  hat 
And  said,  “What  do  I see? 
What  a good  place  for  nesting 
That  chimney  would  be.” 

So 

away 
went 

Mrs.  Impossible 
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Very  early  one  morning,  before  most  people 
were  out  of  bed,  Tommy  Tickle  went  for  a 
walk.  Just  as  he  came  to  the  park,  he  saw  an 
old  car  driving  up  to  the  gate.  It  had  doors 
like  bananas,  windows  like  apples,  and  wheels 
like  pumpkins.  It  had  a chimney  on  the  front 
and  a rocket  on  the  back.  Tommy  Tickle  had 
never  ever  seen  such  a funny  car.  It  stopped, 
and  out  of  it  came  a man,  a woman,  a girl, 
a boy,  a blue  pig,  a black  and  yellow  tiger, 
a baby  dragon,  and  a spotted  mouse.  The 
man  and  the  woman  put  a big  box  down  on 
the  ground.  “Have  a good  picnic  with  your 
pets,”  they  said.  They  climbed  into  their  car, 
and  away  they  went. 
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Tommy  looked  at  the  two  children,  and  the 
children  looked  at  him. 

"Hello,"  they  said.  “Were  going  to  have  a 
picnic  in  the  park  with  our  pets.  Do  you 
want  to  come  with  us?" 

“I’d  like  to  come  to  your  picnic,"  replied 
Tommy,  and  he  went  through  the  gate  and 
into  the  park  with  them. 

“Our  pets  can  do  all  kinds  of  tricks  that 
you  have  never  ever  seen  before,"  said  the 
boy.  “Do  you  want  to  see  what  they  can  do?" 

“Yes,  please,"  said  Tommy. 

The  children  whispered  something  to  their 
pets,  and  the  pets  began  to  move.  The  dragon 
sat  down  on  the  ground.  The  tiger  climbed 
up  on  the  dragon’s  back.  The  pig  climbed 
up  on  the  tiger,  while  the  mouse  got  up 
on  the  very  top  of  the  pig’s  head. 

“Trick  one,"  called  the  little  girl.  The 
spotted  mouse  began  to  dance  on  top  of  the 
pig’s  head. 
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“Trick  two,”  she  called.  The  mouse  stood 
on  its  head  and  waved  its  tail. 


“Trick  three,”  she  said.  The  mouse  jumped 
up  high  in  the  air.  As  it  came  down,  it 
turned  over  and  over. 

Tommy  shut  his  eyes.  He  was  afraid  to 
look.  The  other  children  laughed.  When 
Tommy  opened  his  eyes,  the  spotted  mouse 
was  again  sitting  on  the  pig’s  head. 

“Down,  pets,”  called  the  little  girl.  Down  to 
the  ground  climbed  the  mouse,  the  pig,  and 
the  tiger.  The  dragon  stood  up.  The  children 
clapped,  and  all  the  pets  took  a bow. 

“Do  you  want  to  see  some  more  tricks?” 
asked  the  boy. 
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“Oh,  yes,”  replied  Tommy,  who  really 
wondered  what  might  happen  next. 

“Now,”  said  the  boy,  “our  pig  will  show  you 
what  it  can  do.”  He  spoke  to  the  pig.  “Go 
ahead,  it’s  your  turn,”  he  said.  “You  may  do 
the  next  trick  by  yourself.” 

The  little  blue  pig  stood  on  its  nose  and 
went  spinning  around.  As  soon  as  it  had 
stopped  spinning,  it  jumped  up  high  in  the 
air.  Then  it  sat  down  on  the  ground. 

“You’re  next,”  the  girl  said  to  the  tiger. 
“Show  us  what  you  can  do.” 

The  black  and  yellow  tiger  stood  up  on  its 
two  back  feet.  It  took  a bow  and  began  to 
dance.  It  whistled  as  it  danced  around  the 
park.  Then  it  took  another  bow  and  sat 
down  on  the  ground  beside  the  other  pets. 

“Now  it’s  time  to  eat,”  said  the  two 
children. 

“But  I haven’t  seen  what  the  dragon  can 
do,”  said  Tommy. 
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“You  will,”  said  the  boy.  He  opened  the 
box  and  took  out  some  corn.  The  dragon 
started  to  huff  and  puff. 

“Look!”  said  Tommy.  “There’s  fire  coming 
out  of  your  dragon’s  mouth.” 

“Of  course,”  said  the  boy.  “The  dragon 
makes  fire  for  us  so  that  we  can  pop  our 


corn. 


The  children  put  the  corn  into  a pot.  They 
put  the  pot  near  the  dragon’s  mouth.  The 
corn  began  to  pop. 

Pop!  Pop!  Pop! 

“Try  some  of  our  popcorn,”  the  girl  said 

to  Tommy.  “Eat  it  while  it’s  hot.” 

\ Tommy  put  some  popcorn  into  his  mouth. 
w 

‘Do  you  like  it?”  asked  the  children. 


“Yes,  thank  you,”  replied  Tommy. 

“We  have  popcorn  every  day,”  said  the  girl. 
“Sometimes  we  have  hot-dogs,  too.  Our  dragon 
is  very  good  at  getting  them  ready.” 

“Do  your  pets  eat  popcorn?”  asked  Tommy. 

“Yes,  even  our  dragon  likes  it,”  answered 
the  boy. 

Just  then,  along  came  the  old  car  with 
doors  like  bananas,  windows  like  apples, 
wheels  like  pumpkins,  a chimney  on  the 
front,  and  a rocket  on  the  back.  It  stopped  at 
the  park  gate.  The  man  in  the  car  called 
out,  “Your  picnic  time  is  over.  Come  along.” 

The  girl,  the  boy,  the  blue  pig,  the  black 
and  yellow  tiger,  the  baby  dragon,  and  the 
spotted  mouse  climbed  into  the  car.  They 
waved  to  Tommy  as  the  car  pulled  away. 
Tommy  waved  good-bye  to  them. 

“If  you  get  up  early  enough,”  Tommy 
Tickle  said  to  himself,  “you  sometimes  see 
things  that  other  people  never  ever  see.” 
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Some  people  like  a dog 
To  play  around  the  house. 
Some  people  like  a kitten, 

A hamster,  or  a mouse. 

Some  people  keep  a fish 
In  a bowl  made  of  glass. 

Some  people  like  a bird 
That  whistles  when  they  pass. 


But  I would  like  a dragon 
With  red,  shining  eyes  — 

A friendly  green  dragon. 
Just  my  size! 


An  Interesting  Visit 


There  once  was  a little  girl  called  Elizabeth 
Annabel  Susan  Morningstar.  Now  that  was  a 
very  long  name  for  such  a little  girl,  so 
everyone  just  called  her  Betsy. 

Every  day  after  school,  Betsy  went  to  her 
grandfather’s  shop.  It  was  such  an  interesting 
place.  In  it  there  were  old  tables  and  old 
chairs,  old  pictures  and  old  books.  There  were 
all  kinds  of  old  things.  No  wonder  Betsy 
thought  that  her  grandfather’s  shop  was  the 
most  interesting  place  she  knew.  S 

One  day  when  Betsy  went  into  the  shop, 
she  did  not  see  her  grandfather.  “Hello,”  she 
called.  “Where  are  you.  Grandfather?” 

There  was  no  answer.  Betsy  called  again. 

“Is  there  anyone  here?”  she  asked. 

A high,  squeaky  voice  answered,  “No!” 

Betsy  knew  that  it  wasn’t  her  grandfather’s 
voice.  “Who  is  there?”  she  called. 
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behind  her.  Betsy  turned  around.  There, 


sitting  on  top  of  the  old  grandfather’s  clock, 
was  a little  white  ghost.^- 

‘‘Don’t  be  afraid,”  said  the  ghost.  “I  want 
to  be  your  friend.” 

“Are  you  a real  ghost?”  asked  Betsy. 

“Of  course  1 am,”  replied  the  ghost.  “Are 
you  a real  girl?” 

“Oh,  yes,”  said  Betsy  with  a laugh. 

“I’ve  never  met  a real  girl  before,”  said  the 
ghost.  “Would  you  like  to  play  with  me?” 

“I  might,”  answered  Betsy,  “if  I knew  what 
ghosts  played.” 

“We  play  Follow-me,”  said  the  ghost. 
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‘That  might  be  very  interesting,’’  said 
Betsy.  “Let’s  play  that.  You  go  first  and  I’ll 
follow  you.” 

The  ghost  jumped  down  from  the 
grandfather’s  clock  and  moved  around  the 
shop.  Betsy  followed  him.  He  climbed  over  a 
table  and  under  a chair.  Betsy  did  that,  too. 
Then  the  ghost  went  through  a door  without 
even  opening  it. 

“Come  back,  please,”  called  Betsy.  “I  can’t 
do  that.” 

“I’m  sorry,”  said  the  ghost  as  he  came  back 
through  the  door.  “I’ll  follow  you  for  a while.” 

Betsy  turned  around  three  times.  She 
jumped  over  an  armchair  and  ran  around 
the  table.  The  ghost  followed  her.  She  picked 
up  a book  and  put  it  down.  She  opened  a 
window  and  shut  it  again.  The  little  ghost 
did  everything  that  Betsy  did.  When  she  took 
off  her  shoes  and  put  them  on  again,  the 
little  ghost  looked  sad. 
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“Ym  sorry,”  said  Betsy,  “I  forgot  that  you 
didn’t  have  shoes.  Maybe  we  should  play 
another  game.” 

“What  game  shall  we  play?”  asked  the 
ghost. 

“Let’s  play  Hide-and-seek,”  replied  Betsy. 
“That’s  a good  game.” 

“I  know  it  is.  We  ghosts  play  Hide-and-seek 
most  of  the  time,”  said  the  ghost.  “You  hide 
first  and  I’ll  shut  my  eyes.” 

The  ghost  shut  his  eyes.  Betsy  got  under 
the  table.  “Ready  or  not,  you  will  be  caught,” 
called  the  ghost  in  a squeaky  voice.  Then  he 
flew  around  the  room.  When  he  saw  Betsy 
under  the  table,  he  said,  “One-two-three,  I see 
you.  Now  you’re  It  and  it’s  my  turn  to  hide.” 
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This  time  Betsy  shut  her  eyes.  '‘Ready  or 
not,  you  will  be  caught,”  she  called.  “Here 
I come.” 

Betsy  looked  between  two  boxes,  in  the  big 
armchair,  behind  all  the  pictures,  and  inside 
the  old  grandfather’s  clock.  She  could  not  find 
the  ghost  anywhere.  “Where  are  you?”  she 
called. 

The  ghost  did  not  answer,  but  Betsy  heard 
a squeaky  laugh  coming  from  the  fireplace. 
She  ran  across  the  room  and  looked  up  the 
mney. 

“One-t wo- three,  I see  you,”  she  shouted. 

The  little  ghost  came  down  the  chimney. 

He  was  covered  with  black 


one  look  at  him  and  began  to  laugh.  The 
ghost  took  one  look  at  Betsy,  and  he  laughed 
too.  She  had  black  spots  all  over  her  face. 

“1  hope  these  spots  will  come  off,”  said 
the  ghost.  "1  don’t  want  to  be  a spotted 
ghost.” 

"Come  here,”  said  Betsy.  "I’ll  help  you. 

I’ll  blow  the  spots  away.”  She  blew  and 
blew  and  blew. 

"Kerchoo!  Kerchoo!”  went  the  ghost.  "That 
tickles  my  nose,”  he  said. 

"Now  you  help  me,”  said  Betsy.  She  shut  her 
eyes  while  the  ghost  blew  the  black  spots  off 
her  face.  When  she  opened  her  eyes,  the 
ghost  wasn’t  there. 


Just  then,  in  walked  her  grandfather. 

"Hello,  Betsy,"  he  said.  "Was  there  anyone  in 
the  shop  while  I was  out?" 

"I  had  an  interesting  visit  with  a new 
friend,"  she  answered,  "but  he  left  in  a 
hurry." 

"What  was  his  name?"  asked  her 
grandfather. 

"I  forgot  to  ask  him,"  replied  Betsy. 

"Fm  sorry  that  I didn't  get  back  in  time  to 
see  him,"  said  her  grandfather. 

"Fm  sorry,  too,"  said  Betsy,  "but  he  might 
come  back  some  other  time." 

"I  hope  he  will,"  said  her  grandfather. 

Just  then,  Elizabeth  Annabel  Susan 
Morningstar  thought  she  heard  a high  squeaky 
laugh  coming  from  inside  the  grandfather’s 
clock.  But  she  wasn’t  sure. 


The  Goblin 


A goblin  lives  in  our  house 
in  our  house,  in  our  house, 
A goblin  lives  in  our  house, 
all  the  year  round. 

He  bumps 
And  he  jumps 
And  he  thumps 
And  he  stumps. 

He  knocks 
And  he  rocks 

And  he  rattles  at  the  locks. 

A goblin  lives  in  our  house, 
in  our  house,  in  our  house, 
A goblin  lives  in  our  house 
all  the  year  round. 
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Teddy  Takes  a Trip 


Teddy  took  his  dog  for  a walk  every  day 
before  he  went  to  school.  One  morning,  as  he 
and  his  dog  were  walking  through  the  park, 
Teddy  heard  a buzzing  sound  coming  from 
the  sky.  It  was  a sound  that  he  had  never 
heard  before. 

Teddy  looked  up.  Away  up  in  the  air  he 
saw  a round  black  spot.  Teddy  wondered 
what  it  could  be.  The  spot  grew  bigger  and 
bigger.  As  it  came  nearer,  Teddy  could 
see  what  it  was. 

“It’s  a space-ship,”  he  cried,  “and  it’s  going 
to  land  here  in  the  park.  This  should  be 
interesting!”^ 

“Grrr,”  said  Teddy’s  dog. 

^ The  space-ship  landed  on  the  ground,  and 
the  buzzing  sound  stopped.  Now  Teddy  had 
seen  pictures  of  space-ships  on  television  and 
in  books,  but  he  had  never  seen  one  like  this. 
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It  was  round  and  fat  and  green.  It  looked  like 
a great  big  onion. 

The  space-ship  had  a window  near  the  top. 
The  window  opened,  and  a little  face  looked 
out.  It  was  a monkey. 

“Hello,"  called  the  monkey.  “Would  you 
like  to  come  for  a ride  in  my  space-ship?^  . 

“Fd  like  to,"  replied  Teddy  as  he  looked  at 
his  watch,  “but  I haven’t  much  time.  It’s 
twenty  minutes  after  eight,  and  I have  to 
take  my  dog  home  before  I go  to  school." 

“We  could  go  for  a little  ride,"  said  the 
monkey.  “It  wouldn’t  take  long." 

“I’ll  go,"  said  Teddy,  who  was  always  ready  ^ 


to  try  something  new.  “May  I bring  my  dog?" 


Of  course,"  answered  the  monkey. 
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“How  do  we  get  into  the  space-ship?” 
asked  Teddy. 

“Walk  around  it  until  you  see  a little  glass 
door.  Open  the  door  and  come  upstairs,” 
said  the  monkey. 

When  Teddy  opened  the  door,  he  found 
some  stairs  going  up  to  the  top  of  the 
space-ship.  He  climbed  up  the  stairs.  His  dog 
followed  him.  The  space-monkey  was  waiting 
for  them. 

“I  have  space-hats  for  you  and  your  dog 
to  wear,”  said  the  monkey. 

Teddy  put  on  a space-hat.  Then  he  put  one 
on  his  dog. 

“Grrr,”  said  the  dog. 


‘‘Well  be  taking  off  in  a few  minutes/’ 
said  the  monkey.  He  turned  something  on.  He 
turned  something  off.  He  pulled  a little  stick. 
He  moved  a little  wheel.  A red  light  went  on 
here.  A yellow  light  went  on  there.  When  a 
green  light  went  on,  the  buzzing  sound  began. 
Then  the  monkey  began  to  count,  “Ten  — 
nine  — eight  — seven  — six!  Blast  off!” 

Nothing  happened. 

“Dear,  dear,”  said  the  monkey.  “1  wonder 
what  the  trouble  is.” 

“The  trouble  is,”  said  Teddy,  “that  you 
didn’t  say  all  the  numbers.” 

“Dear,  dear,”  said  the  monkey.  “1  forgot 
some  of  them.  I have  trouble  counting  down 
from  ten.  What  numbers  come  after  six?” 

“Five,  four,  three,  two,  one,”  answered 
Teddy. 

“I’ll  try  saying  the  numbers  again,”  said  the 
monkey.  “One  — two  — three  — four  — five! 
Blast  off!” 
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from  ten.  Say  the  numbers  like  this:  Ten  — 
nine  — eight  — seven  — six  — five  — four  — 
three  — tw^o  — one!  Blast  off!” 


Bang!  Bang!  Bang!  Shhh! 

Up  into  the  air  went  the  space-ship.  Up  it 
went  over  the  tree-tops  and  into  the  clouds. 

“This  is  fun  ” said  Teddy,  “but  don’t  go  too 
far.  I don’t  want  to  be  late  for  school.” 

“You  won’t  be  late,”  said  the  monkey.  “We 
will  land  in  the  park  in  a few  minutes.” 

Teddy  spoke  to  his  dog.  “This  is  better 
than  walking  in  the  park,  don’t  you  think?” 

“Grrr,”  said  the  dog,  who  didn’t  like 
wearing  a space-hat  and  riding  in  space.  He 
thought  there  was  nothing  better  than 
walking  in  the  park. 
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The  monkey  turned  to  Teddy.  “Would  you 
like  to  drive  the  space-ship?”  he  asked. 

“I’d  like  to  try,”  replied  Teddy. 

The  monkey  showed  him  what  to  do. 

“Why,”  said  Teddy,  “driving  a space-ship 
is  fun.  It  isn’t  hard  at  all!” 

After  a few  minutes,  the  monkey  said, 

“I’ll  take  over  now.  We’re  going  to  land  in 
the  park.” 

Down,  down  went  the  space-ship.  As  it  ^ 
landed  on  the  ground,  the  monkey  looked  at 
a little  clock.  “There,”  he  said,  “that  didn’t 
take  long.” 

“Thank  you  for  the  ride,”  said  Teddy.  He 
and  his  dog  got  out  of  the  space-ship. 

The  monkey  looked  out  of  the  window. 
“Before  you  go,  will  you  tell  me  those 
numbers  once  again?”  he  asked. 

Teddy  counted  down  from  ten.  “Ten  — 
nine  — eight  — seven  — six  — five  — four  — 
three — two  — one!” 
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"Blast  off!”  shouted  the  monkey. 

Bangl  Bang!  Bang!  Shhh! 

Up  into  the  air  went  the  funny  space-ship 
that  was  round  and  fat  and  green  and  looked 
like  an  onion.  Up  and  up  it  went,  until  it 
was  so  high  that  Teddy  couldn’t  see  it.  The 
space-ship  and  the  space-monkey  had  gone 
into  space. 

"Do  you  think  well  ever  see  that 
space-monkey  again?”  Teddy  asked  his  dog. 

"Grrr,”  said  the  dog. 


Everyday  Adventure 


Anything  could  happen 
Anything  at  all. 

I could  meet  a bear, 

I could  find  a ball. 


The  Man  Who  Kept  House 


Once  upon  a time  there  was  a woodman 
who  thought  that  no  one  worked  as  hard  as 
he  did.  One  evening  when  he  came  home 
from  work,  he  said  to  his  wife,  '‘What  do  you 
do  all  day  while  1 am  away  cutting  wood?” 

“I  keep  house,”  replied  the  wife,  “and 
keeping  house  is  hard  work.” 

“Hard  work!”  said  the  husband.  “You  don’t 
know  what  hard  work  is!  You  should  try 
cutting  wood!” 

“I’d  be  glad  to,”  said  the  wife. 

“Why  don’t  you  do  my  work  some  day?  I’ll 
stay  home  and  keep  house,”  said  the  woodman. 

“If  you  stay  home  to  do  my  work,  you’ll 
have  to  make  butter,  carry  water  from  the 
well,  wash  the  clothes,  clean  the  house,  and 
look  after  the  baby,”  said  the  wife. 

“I  can  do  all  that,”  replied  the  husband. 
“We’ll  do  it  tomorrow!” 
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So  the  next  morning  the  wife  went  off  to 
the  forest.  The  husband  stayed  home  and 
began  to  do  his  wife’s  work. 

He  began  to  make  some  butter.  As  he  put 
the  cream  into  the  churn,  he  said,  'This  is 
not  going  to  be  hard  work.  All  1 have  to  do 
is  sit  here  and  move  this  stick  up  and  down 
Soon  the  cream  will  turn  into  butter.” 

Just  then  the  woodman  heard  the  baby 
crying.  He  looked  around,  but  he  could  not 
see  her.  She  was  not  in  the  house.  Quickly, 
he  ran  outside  to  look  for  her.  He  found  the 
baby  at  the  far  end  of  the  garden  and 
brought  her  back  to  the  house. 
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In  his  hurry,  the  woodman  had  left  the 
door  open  behind  him.  When  he  got  back  to 
the  house,  he  saw  a big  pig  inside,  with  its 
nose  in  the  churn.  “Get  out!  Get  out!” 
shouted  the  woodman  at  the  top  of  his  voice. 

The  big  pig  ran  around  and  around  the 
room.  It  bumped  into  the  churn,  knocking  it 
over.  The  cream  splashed  all  over  the  room. 
Out  the  door  went  the  pig. 

“Now  Fve  got  more  work  to  do,”  said  the 
man.  “Ill  have  to  wash  everything  in  this 
room.  Perhaps  keeping  house  is  harder  work 
than  I thought.”  He  took  a bucket  and  went 
to  the  well  for  some  water.  When  he  came 
back,  the  baby  was  crying. 

“Poor  baby,  you  must  be  hungry,”  said  the 
woodman.  “Ill  make  some  porridge  for  you. 
Ill  light  a fire  in  the  fireplace,  and  the 
porridge  will  be  ready  in  a few  minutes.” 

Just  as  the  husband  was  putting  the 
water  into  the  big  pot,  he  heard  the  cow 
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mooing  outside  the  door.  “I  guess  the  cow  is 
hungry,  too,”  he  thought.  “No  one  has  given 
her  any  grass  to  eat  or  any  water  to  drink 
today.” 

The  man  left  the  porridge  to  cook  on  the 
fire  and  hurried  outside.  He  gave  the  cow 
some  water. 

“I  haven’t  time  to  find  any  grass  for  you 
now,”  he  said  to  the  cow.  “I’ll  put  you  up 
on  the  roof.  You’ll  find  something  to  eat 
up  there.” 

The  man  put  the  cow  on  top  of  the  house. 
Then  he  was  afraid  that  she  would  fall  off 
the  roof  and  hurt  herself.  So  he  put  one 
end  of  a rope  around  the  cow’s  neck.  He 
dropped  the  other  end  down  the  chimney. 


Then  he  climbed  down  from  the  roof  and 
went  into  the  house.  He  pulled  the  end  of  the 
rope  out  of  the  fireplace  and  put  it  around 
his  left  leg. 

“Now  I can  finish  making  this  porridge,” 
said  the  woodman,  “and  the  cow  will 
be  safe.” 

But  the  man  spoke  too  soon,  for  just  then 
the  cow  fell  off  the  roof.  She  pulled  him  up 
the  chimney  by  the  rope.  There  he  hung, 
upside  down  over  the  porridge  pot.  As  for  the 
cow,  she  hung  between  the  roof  and  the 
ground,  and  there  she  had  to  stay. 

It  was  not  very  long  before  the  woodman’s 
wife  came  home.  As  she  came  near  the 
house,  she  could  hear  the  cow  mooing,  the 
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baby  crying,  and  her  husband  shouting  for 
help.  She  hurried  up  the  path.  She  cut  the 
rope  from  the  cow’s  neck.  As  she  did  so, 
the  cow  fell  down  to  the  ground,  and  the 
husband  dropped  head  first  down  the  chimney. 
When  the  wife  went  into  the  house,  she 
saw  her  husband  with  his  legs  up  the 
chimney  and  his  head  in  the  porridge  pot. 

From  that  day  on,  the  husband  went  into 
the  forest  every  day  to  cut  wood.  The  wife 
stayed  home  to  keep  house  and  to  look 
after  their  child. 

Never  again  did  the  woodman  say  to  his 
wife,  “What  did  you  do  all  day?”  Never 
again  did  he  tell  his  wife  that  he  would 
stay  home  and  keep  house. 


The  Magic  Tree 


The  magic  tree  is  bent  and  brown 
Its  leaves  are  hanging 
Upside  down. 


The  magic  tree  is  bent  and  old 
Its  leaves  are  copper, 

Silver,  and  gold. 


If  you  make  a wish  at  the  magic  tree 
Your  wish  comes  true  — 

Just  wait  and  see. 


So  come  away,  come  away,  come  with  me 
And  make  your  wish 
At  the  magic  tree. 


ENRICHMENT 


S>Cs-?,- 


Can  You  Hear  the  Leaves? 


Can  you  hear  what  the  leaves  say 
As  they  whisper  in  the  trees? 

Can  you  hear  what  the  leaves  say 
As  they  turn  their  backs  to  the  breeze? 


I think  they  are  telling  secrets 
As  they  whisper  together  tonight. 

I think  they  are  telling  secrets 
As  they  nod  in  the  bright  moonlight, 


Hush! 

Can  you  hear  them? 


ENRICHMENT 


THE  SHOEMAKER 


The  Elves  and  the  Shoemaker 


The  Shoemaker 
His  Wife 
A Rich  Man 
The  First  Princess 
The  Second  Princess 
A Young  Man 
The  Blue  Elf 
The  Brown  Elf 
The  Red  Elf 
The  Green  Elf 


Jm  =FIR5T  PRINCESS 

— t-sal 


m youNC  MAk 


1«E  SECOND 


‘THE  BLUE  EJ-T 


The  play  takes  place  in  the  shoemaker’s  shop 


«?OWN  6LT 


(The  Shoemaker  is  sitting  at  the  table 
looking  into  a money-box.  His  Wife  comes 
into  the  room  holding  a lamp.) 

Shoemaker:  Good  wife,  we  are  growing 

poorer  and  poorer  every  day.  Soon  all  our 
money  will  be  gone. 

Wife:  There  are  only  four  pieces  of  silver 
left  in  the  money-box.  That’s  not  enough 
money  to  buy  food  for  our  children.  They 
will  soon  go  hungry. 

Shoemaker:  We  haven’t  enough  money  to 
buy  leather  to  make  shoes. 


Time:  Late  one  evening. 
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Wife  : How  much  leather  is  left? 

(The  Shoemaker  shows  his  Wife  the 
leather.) 

Shoemaker:  Only  this  piece.  It’s  not  very 
good  leather,  but  there’s  enough  to  make 
one  pair  of  shoes.  I’ll  start  work  on  them 
tonight. 

Wife:  It’s  getting  late.  I’ll  light  the  lamp 
so  that  you  can  see  to  work. 

Shoemaker:  Thank  you,  good  wife. 

Wife:  Now  it  is  time  to  put  the  children  to 
bed. 

Shoemaker:  I’ll  come  to  tell  them  a story 
when  1 have  cut  out  the  leather.  We  must 
do  our  best  to  keep  them  happy. 

Wife:  1 don’t  know  what  will  become  of  us 
when  our  last  pieces  of  money  are  gone. 

Shoemaker:  1 cannot  make  shoes  to  sell  if  I 
do  not  have  leather.  1 cannot  buy 
leather  if  1 have  no  money.  What  will 
become  of  us? 
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Time:  In  the  morning. 


Shoemaker:  Come  quickly,  wife.  See  what 
has  happened!  I can’t  believe  my  eyes! 
(His  Wife  comes  hurrying  into  the  room.) 

Shoemaker:  Last  evening  I cut  out  the 
leather  for  a pair  of  shoes,  but  I didn’t 
sew  them.  This  morning  when  I came 
into  the  room,  1 found  a pair  of  finished 
shoes  here  on  the  table.  Someone  must 
have  come  into  the  shop  and  made  the 
shoes  while  we  were  asleep.  I can’t  think 
who  could  have  done  it.  These  are  the 
best  shoes  that  I have  ever  seen. 
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Wife:  They  are  beautiful!  I never  would 
have  believed  it!  How  could  anyone  make 
such  good  shoes  from  such  poor  leather? 
See  how  the  leather  shines. 

Shoemaker:  Who  could  have  made  these 
shoes? 

Wife:  Our  friend  who  lives  across  the  street 
might  have  made  them  for  us. 

Shoemaker:  He’s  a very  good  shoemaker, 
but  he  is  not  able  to  make  shoes  hke 
these.  No  one  that  1 know  could  make 
such  a beautiful  pair  of  shoes  in  just 
one  night. 

Wife:  They  will  bring  a good  price. 

Shoemaker:  111  put  them  in  the  window  at 
once  for  everyone  to  see.  If  we  sell  them, 
well  have  money  to  buy  food  for  our 
children.  We  might  have  enough  money  to 
buy  more  leather,  too. 

Wife:  111  clean  up  the  shop  as  quickly  as 
I can. 
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(The  Shoemaker  gets  the  window  ready 
and  puts  the  shoes  in  it.  His  Wife  works 
around  the  shop.) 

Shoemaker:  Good  wife,  already  people  are 
stopping  to  look  at  the  shoes.  I hope 
someone  will  come  in  to  ask  about  them. 

Wife:  There’s  a tall  man  coming  to  the 
door.  He  is  wearing  fine  clothes.  He  looks 
very  rich.  He  might  be  able  to  pay  a good 
price  for  the  shoes. 

(The  Rich  Man  opens  the  door  and  comes 
into  the  shop.) 

Shoemaker:  Good  day,  sir. 

Rich  Man:  Good  day,  shoemaker.  You  have  a 
pair  of  fine  shoes  in  the  window.  How 
much  do  they  cost? 


Shoemaker:  They  cost  twenty  pieces  of  silver. 
Rich  Man:  Only  twenty  pieces  of  silver! 

That  is  a very  fair  price.  May  I try  on 
the  shoes? 

Shoemaker:  Of  course.  Sit  down  in  this 

chair,  sir.  Ill  get  them  out  of  the  window 
for  you. 

(The  Shoemaker  gets  the  shoes  and  helps 
the  Rich  Man  try  them  on.) 

Rich  Man:  They  fit  very  well.  Ill  buy  them. 
Shoemaker:  111  put  them  in  a box  for  you. 
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Rich  Man:  I shall  tell  all  my  friends  about 
the  fine  shoes  you  sell. 

(The  Rich  Man  counts  out  the  money  and 
gives  it  to  the  Shoemaker.) 

Shoemaker:  Thank  you,  sir,  and  good  day 
to  you. 

(The  Rich  Man  takes  the  box  and  leaves 
the  shop.) 

Wife:  Twenty  pieces  of  silver!  That’s  enough 
to  buy  bread  and  milk  for  our  children. 

Shoemaker:  And  leather  for  two  more  pairs 
of  shoes,  ni  go  to  the  leather  shop  at  once 
to  buy  some. 

Wife:  I’ll  go  to  the  market  for  food. 

Shoemaker:  Tonight  after  supper  I can  cut 
out  two  more  pairs  of  shoes.  Tomorrow  I 
can  sew  them.  Just  think,  only  last  night 
we  didn’t  know  what  would  become  of  us. 
Now  we  have  money  to  buy  food  and 
more  leather.  Whoever  made  those  shoes 
has  done  us  a good  turn. 
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Scene  Three 


Time:  The  next  morning. 

Wife:  I can't  believe  my  eyes!  Last  night 
you  cut  out  the  leather  and  left  it  on  the 
table.  This  morning  there  are  two  pairs  of 
pretty  red  dancing-shoes. 

Shoemaker:  The  sewing  has  been  done  with 
great  care.  Every  stitch  is  in  place. 

Wife:  The  shoes  are  as  light  as  feathers.  See 
how  they  shine  in  the  sunlight. 

Shoemaker:  Whoever  made  those  shoes  is  a 
very  fine  shoemaker.  I wonder  who  it 
can  be. 

(The  Shoemaker  puts  the  dancing-shoes  in 
window.  The  Wife  looks  out  the  window.) 

Wife:  It  is  only  nine  o'clock,  and  already 
there  are  many  people  out  shopping.  Look! 
A beautiful  carriage  pulled  by  two  fine 
black  horses  has  stopped  outside  our  shop. 


298 


Shoemaker:  There’s  a man  getting  out  of 
the  carriage.  He’s  coming  over  to  the 
window. 

Wife:  Now  he’s  going  back  to  the  carriage, 
and  he’s  opening  the  door. 

Shoemaker:  Would  you  believe  it!  Two 
young  princesses  are  getting  out  of  the 
carriage,  and  they  are  looking  in  our  shop 
window.  They  are  coming  to  the  door! 

Wife:  Princesses  coming  into  our  shop!  We 
must  not  keep  them  waiting.  Hurry!  Let 
them  in! 

(The  Shoemaker  goes  to  the  door  and 
opens  it.  The  Two  Princesses  enter  the 
shop.) 
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First  Princess:  Good  morning,  shoemaker. 
We  have  heard  about  the  fine  shoes  you 
sell. 

Second  Princess:  Everyone  at  the  palace  is 
talking  about  them. 

(Shoemaker  bows  to  Princesses.) 

Shoemaker:  Good  morning,  princesses.  Thank 
you  for  your  kind  words. 

First  Princess:  We  have  been  looking  at  the 
red  dancing-shoes  in  your  window. 

Second  Princess:  We  would  like  to  try  them 
on.  Well  buy  them  if  they  fit. 

Shoemaker:  Would  you  care  to  sit  here 
while  I get  them  for  you? 

(The  Princesses  sit  down.  The 
Shoemaker  goes  to  the  window.  He  gets 
the  shoes  and  helps  the  Princesses  put 
them  on.) 

First  Princess:  These  shoes  are  as  soft  as 
kittens'  fur  and  as  light  as  feathers.  They 
fit  me  very  well. 


300 


Second  Princess:  You  would  think  that  this 
pair  had  been  made  just  for  me.  I would 
like  to  wear  them  to  the  ball  tonight. 
What  do  they  cost? 

First  Princess:  Well  take  them,  no  matter 
what  they  cost. 

Shoemaker:  I am  asking  twenty  pieces  of 
silver  for  each  pair. 

Second  Princess:  That  is  a very  fair  price. 
We  will  take  them. 

(The  Shoemaker  puts  the  shoes  in  boxes 
and  gives  them  to  the  Princesses.  Each 
Princess  gives  him  a bag  of  money.  The 
Shoemaker  bows  as  they  leave  the  shop.) 


Wife:  We  are  no  longer  poor.  We  have 
money  to  buy  even  more  leather  than 
before,  and  enough  food  to  last  us  all 
w^eek. 

Shoemaker:  The  last  time  I was  in  the 
leather  shop  I saw  two  fine  pieces  of 
leather.  I could  make  four  pairs  of  boots 
with  it.  The  leather  costs  only  twelve 
pieces  of  silver. 

Wife:  You  should  go  to  the  store  at  once 
and  buy  it. 

Shoemaker:  When  I come  home,  111  be  able 
to  cut  out  the  leather  for  the  boots. 

Wife:  Our  children  will  be  happy  when  they 
see  what  good  things  I bring  home  from 
the  market. 

Shoemaker:  I can’t  believe  that  all  this  money 
is  ours.  Whoever  made  these  shoes  has 
been  very  kind  to  us. 

(The  Shoemaker  and  his  Wife  leave  the 
shop.) 
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Scene  Four 


Time:  The  following  morning. 

Shoemaker:  Good  wife,  it  has  happened 
again!  Last  evening  I cut  out  the  leather, 
just  as  I said  I would.  This  morning  I 
have  found  four  pairs  of  riding-boots  on 
the  table. 

Wife:  Riding-boots!  What  handsome  ones 
they  are! 

Shoemaker:  See  how  well  the  stitching  has 
been  done.  It  would  take  me  weeks  to 
make  boots  like  these.  It  seems  impossible 
that  all  these  boots  have  been  made  in 
just  one  night. 

Wife:  It  seems  like  magic.  Last  night  you 
left  the  pieces  of  leather  here,  and  this 
morning  we  have  the  finished  boots. 

Shoemaker:  Such  fine  boots  should  sell 
quickly. 
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(The  Shoemaker  puts  the  boots  in  the 
window.  Outside  is  heard  the  sound  of 
a galloping  horse.  The  sound  stops.) 

Wife:  Already  a young  man  on  horseback 
has  stopped  in  front  of  our  shop. 
Shoemaker:  He  seems  interested  in  the 
riding-boots. 

(The  Young  Man  enters  the  shop.) 

Young  Man:  Good  morning,  shoemaker. 

Those  riding-boots  in  the  window  are  very 
handsome. 

Shoemaker:  Thank  you,  sir.  Fll  bring  you  a 
pair  so  that  you  may  have  a better  look  at 
them. 


(The  Shoemaker  gives  the  Young  Man 
one  pair  of  boots.) 

Young  Man:  I can  see  that  they  are  well 
made  from  the  very  best  leather. 

Shoemaker:  Would  you  like  to  buy  a pair 
of  these  boots? 

Young  Man:  I would  like  to  buy  eight  pairs. 
Have  you  that  many? 

Shoemaker:  Eight  pairs!  I am  sorry,  sir,  but 
I have  only  four  pairs  in  the  shop. 

Young  Man:  I will  take  them  and  come  back 
for  more  in  a few  weeks. 

Shoemaker:  Please,  sir,  may  I ask  if  you  are 
buying  all  these  boots  for  yourself? 

Young  Man:  No,  they  are  for  the  king’s 
horsemen  to  wear.  The  king  is  willing  to 
pay  five  pieces  of  gold  for  each  pair.  Is 
that  enough? 

Shoemaker:  Yes,  sir,  it  is  a good  price.  I 
would  be  very  pleased  to  have  the  king’s 
horsemen  wear  boots  from  my  shop. 
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(The  Young  Man  counts  out  twenty  pieces 
of  gold.  He  gives  them  to  the  Shoemaker. 
He  takes  the  boots  and  leaves  the 
shop.) 

Wife:  Twenty  pieces  of  gold!  We  are  rich! 

Shoemaker:  I wish  we  knew  who  has  helped 
us.  Just  a few  days  ago  we  were  poor. 
Now  we  have  enough  money  to  last  us  a 
long  time.  I would  like  to  thank  whoever 
has  made  the  boots  and  shoes. 

Wife:  He  has  done  so  much  for  us. 

Shoemaker:  1 have  a plan.  After  supper, 
when  the  children  are  in  bed,  I shall  cut 
out  the  leather.  Then  well  stay  up  to 
watch  what  happens. 

Wife:  We  can  hide  behind  the  door. 

Shoemaker:  We  can  leave  the  lantern  on  the 
table.  By  its  light  we  will  be  able  to  see 
who  is  doing  all  this  work  for  us.  Then, 
perhaps  we  can  do  something  to  thank 
him  for  all  he  has  done. 
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Time:  Later  that  day. 


(The  Shoemaker  and  his  Wife  are 
waiting  behind  the  door.) 

Wife:  It’s  nearly  twelve  o’clock.  I thought 
that  someone  would  have  come  by  now. 
I think  we  should  go  to  bed. 

Shoemaker:  No,  let’s  wait  until  twelve 
o’clock. 

Wife:  Shhh!  There  is  someone  at  the  door. 
(The  door  opens.  The  Blue  Elf  enters 
and  looks  around.  He  goes  back  to  the 
door  and  gives  a whistle.) 
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Blue  Elf:  No  one  is  here.  It’s  safe  to 
come  in. 

(One  by  one,  three  other  Elves  enter.) 

Brown  Elf:  I see  that  the  shoemaker  has 
left  us  our  leather  again  tonight.  The  first 
night  we  came,  there  were  only  a few 
pieces  of  very  poor  leather.  Every  night 
after  that  there  has  been  more  and  better 
leather. 

Red  Elf:  There  are  more  pieces  than  ever 
tonight!  The  shoemaker  must  have  sold 
all  the  shoes  we  made  for  him. 

Blue  Elf:  These  pieces  of  leather  are  very 
small.  Well  make  them  into  children’s 
shoes. 

Green  Elf:  The  leather  is  as  soft  as  soft  can 
be. 

Brown  Elf:  Perhaps  the  shoemaker  will  give 
a pair  of  shoes  to  each  of  his  children. 

Red  Elf:  We  must  make  them  with 
great  care. 
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(The  Elves  begin  to  work  on  the  leather.) 

Blue  Elf:  Do  you  think  it’s  safe  for  us  to 
sing? 

Green  Elf:  I’m  sure  it  is.  Everyone  in 
the  house  must  be  sleeping  by  now. 

Red  Elf:  When  we  sing,  the  time  seems  to 
go  quickly  and  the  work  goes  well. 

Green  Elf:  Let’s  sing  our  stitching  song. 
That’s  the  one  I like  best. 

Brown  Elf:  I like  that  song,  too. 

Eour  Elves:  Stitch  and  sew. 

Stitch  and  sew. 

See  how  fast 
The  minutes  go. 

Stitch  and  sew. 

Sew  for  fun. 

See  how  fast 
Four  pairs  are  done. 


Red  Elf:  I have  finished  a pair  of  shoes 
already.  Singing  our  song  helped  me. 

Brown  Elf:  Look  at  this  pair.  Some  little 
girl  will  like  to  dance  about  in  these. 

Blue  Elf:  I have  put  leather  bows  on  these 
shoes. 

Brown  Elf:  They  are  pretty.  Now  we  must 
work  quickly  to  finish  the  other  four  pairs. 

Green  Elf:  Let’s  sing  again.  When  we  do, 
the  work  seems  to  go  faster. 

Four  Elves:  Stitch  and  sew. 

Sew  with  care. 

See  how  well 
We  make  each  pair. 

Stitch  and  sew. 

Sew  for  fun. 

Four  more  pairs 
At  last  are  done. 

Blue  Elf:  Our  work  is  finished  already.  It’s 
time  for  us  to  go.  We’ll  come  back 
tomorrow  night  at  twelve  o’clock. 
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(The  Elves  go  out.  The  Shoemaker  and 
his  Wife  come  out  from  behind  the  door.) 

Shoemaker:  I can  hardly  believe  it!  To 
think  that  all  those  beautiful  shoes  and 
boots  have  been  made  by  four  elves! 

Wife:  Look  at  the  pretty  little  children’s 
shoes  that  they  have  made  tonight.  Have 
you  ever  seen  such  fine  work? 

Shoemaker:  How  can  we  ever  thank  the 
elves  for  all  they  have  done  for  us? 

Wife:  I think  I know  how  we  can  thank 
them.  Did  you  see  what  poor  clothes  the 
elves  were  wearing?  I don’t  know  how 
they  keep  themselves  warm.  We  could 
make  some  new  clothes  for  them. 

Shoemaker:  Yes,  let’s  do  that.  You  can 

make  new  coats  and  hats  for  them,  and  I 
can  make  little  boots  and  warm  mittens 
out  of  soft  leather. 

Wife:  Let’s  start  work  first  thing  in  the 
morning. 
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Scene  Six 


Time:  A few  evenings  later. 

(The  Shoemaker  and  his  Wife  are  busy 
working  at  the  table.) 

Shoemaker:  IVe  just  finished  the  last  leather 
mitten.  Is  everything  ready  now,  good 
wife? 

Wife:  Til  be  finished  in  a minute  or  two.  I 
have  just  a few  stitches  left  to  sew.  I 
hope  the  elves  like  their  new  clothes. 

Shoemaker:  Fm  glad  that  we  have  been  able 
to  do  something  for  them. 

Wife:  There  now,  IVe  finished  the  last  stitch. 
Well  put  the  clothes  here  on  the  table. 

Shoemaker:  111  put  the  lantern  beside  the 
clothes.  Then  the  elves  will  see  them 
when  they  come  into  the  shop.  We  must 
hurry.  It’s  nearly  twelve,  and  the  elves 
Will  be  here  in  a few  minutes. 
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Wife:  Won’t  they  be  surprised  when  they  see 
the  clothes!  I wonder  what  they  will  say. 

Shoemaker:  Shhh!  I hear  a sound  outside. 
We  must  hide  at  once.  Hurry!  Get  behind 
the  door.  We  don’t  want  them  to  see  us. 
(The  Shoemaker  and  his  Wife  hide.  The 
Green  Elf  comes  in  and  looks  around. 

He  gives  a whistle,  and  the  other  elves 
enter.) 

Brown  Elf:  I wonder  how  many  pieces  of 
leather  the  shoemaker  has  left  on  the 
table. 

Blue  Elf:  Each  night  there  have  been  more 
and  better  pieces  for  us  to  sew. 


Red  Elf:  That’s  funny!  Tonight  there  is  no 
leather. 


Brown  Elf:  Perhaps  the  shoemaker  forgot  to 
leave  it. 

Blue  Elf:  But  look!  The  shoemaker  and  his 
wife  have  left  us  something  in  place  of 
the  leather. 

Green  Elf:  They  have  left  us  some  new 
clothes ! 

Red  Elf:  This  red  coat  and  hat  must  be  for 
me.  They  will  keep  me  warm. 

Green  Elf:  There  are  coats  and  hats  for  us  all. 
(The  Elves  try  on  the  clothes.) 

Blue  Elf:  See  how  well  this  blue  coat  fits 
me.  Em  going  to  wear  it  all  the  time. 

Brown  Elf:  What  fine  boots  the  shoemaker 
has  made  for  us. 

Green  Elf:  There  are  mittens  here,  too.  Now 
our  hands  will  be  warm  when  we  play  in 
the  snow. 

Brown  Elf:  Let’s  sing  a song  about  our 
new  clothes. 

(The  Elves  dance  as  they  sing.) 
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Four  Elves:  Stitch  and  sew. 

Stitch  and  sew. 

To  all  our  friends. 

Our  clothes  well  show. 

Stitch  and  sew. 

Stitch  and  sew. 

It's  getting  late, 

It's  time  to  go. 

(One  by  one  the  Elves  leave.  The 
Shoemaker  and  his  Wife  come  out.  They 
dance  around,  singing.) 


Shoemaker 
AND  Wife: 


Stitch  and  sew. 

Stitch  and  sew. 

We  thank  the  elves. 
They  helped  us  so. 
Stitch  and  sew. 

Stitch  and  sew. 

The  elves  have  made 
Our  troubles  go. 


To  the  Teacher 


Magic  and  Make-believe,  a basic  reader  at  the  Grade  Two  level,  is 
the  fourth  book  in  the  Young  Canada  Reading  Series. 

The  428  new  words  used  in  this  book  are  listed  below.  Not  listed 
are  words  formed  by: 

(a)  combining  two  known  words  into  a compound  form. 

(b)  extracting  one  part  of  a known  compound. 

(c)  adding  or  removing  variant  endings  s,  es,  d,  ed,  or  ing. 

(d)  adding  a possessive  ending. 

Because  certain  word-attack  skills  are  taught  in  Book  One, 
additional  words  are  not  listed  in  Book  Two.  These  words  have 
been  formed  by: 

(a)  omitting  one  letter  to  make  a contraction. 

(b)  doubling  the  final  consonant  and  adding  er,  ed,  or  ing. 

(c)  adding  suffixes  y,  ly,  or  er. 

(d)  dropping  e and  adding  ing. 

Words  used  in  the  enrichment  materials  are  not  included  in  the 
list. 


Book  One 


1 make-believe 

14 

Rinaldo 

so 

don’t 

magician 

18  other 

23 

rum-tum-tum 

10  Saturday 

15 

tricks 

zoo 

way 

ten 

he’s 

himself 

tried 

o’clock 

16 

word 

19  kangaroo 

25 

I’m 

hurry 

off 

stay 

— 

forest 

it’s 

best 

20  as 

answered 

11  wait 

17 

small 

2 1 nine 

26 

wonder 

— library 

bigger 

22  spoke 

27 

didn’t 

12  books 

grew 

danced 

course 
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say 

happens 

28  nothing 
perhaps 

29  more 

30  those 
which 

31  you’ll 


34  pot 


35  through 
carrots 

36  fur 

37  tail 
Sunday 
seven 

38  that’s 

39  coming 
beautiful 


41  ever 

42  teach 
sits 
barks 
he’ll 

43  dropped 
feet 

44  gave 


46  table 
bananas 
lunch 
chairs 

47  left 

48  taken 
food 

49  monkey 
shop 


51  heard 
voice 

52  afraid 


■53  feathers 


56  silver 
cloud 
Indian 
gifts 

57  flowers 
path 
pick 
berries 

58  around 

62  winter 
leaves 
sky 
night 

63  cold 

64  fall 
quickly 
covered 

66  last 

67  fire 
lake 
enough 

68  tracks 

69  ice 

70  holes 
caught 
five 
I’ve 

72  running 
sap 
maple 
log 

— buckets 

73  full 
stones 

74  hot 
sugar 

76  spring 
longer 
grass 
nests 
river 


77  beaver 

79  summer 

80  safe 
'81  island 

82  side 
until 
ugly 

84  whispered 
raft 

85  sun 
sand 


86  meadow 

88  four 

89  beehive 
buzz 
six 

90  grows 
even 
goat 
gate 
eight 

91  shine 
pen 


92  Billy 
gruff 
bridge 
troll 
across 

93  trip 
trap 
fat 
than 

94  great 

95  knocked 


98  prince 
— garden 

palace 

princess 

99  golden 
holding 


hand 
suddenly 
100  matter 
sadly 
promise 

102  young 
kept 
king 

daughter 

103  shut 
105  dinner 
107  marry 

married 

happily 


108  mitten 

109  Crunch- 

Munch 

Fleet-Feet 

move 

110  Hop-Stop 
Red-Head 

111  try 


113  Rumpels tilt- 

skin 

poor 

114  spins 
gold 

spinning 

wheel 

die 

115  tomorrow 

116  ring 
118  child 

queen 

120  name 
— thought 
keep 

122  each 
knew 

123  men 

124  sing 
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127  pea 

137  cut 

142  vegetables 

breakfast 

sure 

paper 

143  herself 

having 

real 

paste 

bought 

155  bread 

128  twenty 

front 

144  visit 

bag 

met 

making 

145  pumpkins 

156  late 

130  these 

138  finished 

146  we’ll 

friendly 

younger 

139  done 

147  tepee 

157  watch 

rain 

140  elephoo 

blanket 

158  together 

133  mattresses 

kangarant 

148  use 

159  sleepy 

141  seeds 

can’t 

149  both 

television 

136  Annabel 

Mrs. 

150  sniff 

Bill 

always 

store 

pull 

ranch 

elephant 

buy 

161  rode 

teacher 

plant 

154  early 

star 

Book 

Two 

166  Googie 

182  much 

start 

swim 

game 

184  fly 

205  found 

week 

or 

185  wings 

sold 

kinds 

song 

186  high 

209  evening 

224  brought 

167  behind 

187  kite 

mountain 

226  storm 

Froggy  

189  birthday 

210  gone 

radio 

168  busy 

190  hungry 

211  lantern 

waves 

because 

191  cake 

climbed 

227  rough 

grandfather 

192  top 

light 

dark 

169  glasses 

194  such 

212  baby 

turned 

I’d 

213  carry 

230  hurt 

170  worm 

196  Carlo 

won’t 

232  few 

172  fields 

market 

only 

174  Buster 

most 

216  tall 

234  trouble 

fast 

soft 

Jimmy 

235  fix 

175  hurried 

money 

dad 

238  stood 

177  flew 

197  town 

217  drive 

owl 

198  people 

boat 

244  Judy 

hoot 

sell 

218  dock 

Bingo 

178  while 

199  woman 

219  motor 

clothes 

179  pond 

203  Tina 

220  stairs 

fell 

does 

trotted 

221  lamp 

245  clapped 

able 

204  cart 

222  cleaned 

galloped 

180  near 

onions 

223  fed 

Bobo 
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whistled 

246  riders 

247  yourself 


248  might 

249  mouth 
252  bow 


254  impossible 
256  tickled 
kerchoo 
258  rocket 
pop 


259  picnic 
Tommy 
park 

— ground 

260  replied 

261  air 
263  corn 


266  interesting 


Betsy 

squeaky 

267  ghost 
follow 

268  sorry 
armchair 

269  forgot 
hide-and- 

seek 

270  between 


274  Teddy 
sound 
space-ship 
land 

275  minutes 

276  wear 

277  count 
blast 
numbers 

278  bang 

-279  hard 


282  wife 
husband 
butter 
wash 

283  cream 
churn 
end 

284  porridge 

285  given 
drink 
cook 
roof 
rope 
neck 

286  leg 
hung 

290  elves 

shoemaker 

rich 


291  scene 
pieces 
leather 


292  pair 

293  sew 

294  price 

295  already 
fine 
pay 

sir 

cost 

296  fit 

297  supper 

298  care 
stitch 
carriage 

299  enter 

302  boots 
twelve 

303  handsome 
seems 

307  later 

311  themselves 
warm 
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